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JfftflT is with reluctanue that I sufTer these 
f^sji fragmentary and inadequate sketches of 
the Isles of Shoala to appear io book 
form. Except that some account of the place, 
\ however alight, is so incessantly called for by 
people who throng these islands in summer, I 
should hardly venture to offer to the public so 
imperfect a chronicle, of which the most that 
can be said is, that it is, perhaps, better than 
nothing. 
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N a aeries of papers publiBhed not many 
years ago, Herman Melville mode the 
world acquainted with the " Encaiita- 
das," or Enchanted Islunda, which he deacrifaes aa 
lying directly under the equator, off the coast of 
South America, and of which he eays : " It ia to 
be doubted whether any spot of earth cao, in des- 
olateness, furuisli a parallel to this group." But 
their dark volcanic craga and melancholy beaches 
can horjly seem more desolate than do the low 
bleached rocks of tho Isles of Shoals to eyes that 
behold them for the first time. Very aad they 
look, stem, bleak, and unpromising, yet are they 
enchanted islands in a better sense of the word 
than ore the great Gallipagoa of which Mr. Mel- 
ville discourses su deliglitfuUy. 
pliPliere ia a strange charm abaut tV,c-«s i^""'^**' 
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Bcribable influence iu their atmosphere, hardly to be 
explained, but universally acknowledged. Peoplu 
forget tbe hurry and worry Eind fret of life after 
living there awhile, and, to an imaginative mind, 
all thiuga become dreamy ua they were to the 
lotuij-eatera, to whom 



" The giuhiti); of tbe wave 
Far, far avs; did Eeem to moam and rave 
Oa alien ahorBB." 



»The eternal eoimd of the sea on every side has 
h tendency to weur away the edge of hnman 
llioiight and perception ; sharp outlines become 
blurred and softened like a sketcb in charcoal ; 
nothing appeals to the mind with the some dis- 
tinutnesa as on the maiulaud, amid the rush and 
atir of people and things, and the excitements of 
social life. This was strikingly illustrated during 
the late war, which, while it wrung the heart of 
the whole country, and stirred the blood of every 
mail, woman, and child on the continent, left tbe 
handful of humau beings upon these lonely rocks 
I almost untouched. The echoes of woe and terror 
J fiiiut and far they seemed to lose their 
rnifioauce among the many-voiced waters tbey 
roBsed, and reached at last the indifferent ears they 
e force than a spent wave. 
Nine miles of tbe Atlantic Ocean intervene be- 
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tween these islands and the nearest point of the 
coast of New Hampshire ; but from thia neareat 
point tbo coaat-line recedes gradimlly, in dim Find 
dimmer distance, to Cape Ann, tu MasBaobusetts, 
twenty-one miles away at the southwest, and to 
Cape Neddock, in Maine, sixteen miles distaat in 
the northeast {in clear weather another cnpe is 
faintly distinguishable beyond this), and about one 
third of the great horizon is filled by this beau- 
tiful, undulating line of land, which, under the 
touch of atmospheric change, is almost as plastic 
aa the clouds, and wears a new aspect with every 
turn uf wind and weather. 

Sailing out from Portsmouth Harbor with a fair 
wind from the northwest, the Isles of Shoals lie 
straight before you, nine miles away, — ill-defined 
and cloudy shapes, faintly discernible in the dia- 
tasce. A word about the origin of this name, 
" Isles of ShoaJa," They are supposed to have 
been so called, not because the ragged reefs ^i^ 
out beneath the water in all directionq, re^dy to, 
wreck and destroy, hut because of the "shelling,'* 
or " schooling," of (ish about them, which,, in the, 
mackerel and herring seosuaa, ts remarkable. As 
yon approach they separate, and show each its own 
peculiar cliaractoriitics, and you perceive that 
there are six idands if the tide ii low ; but if it ia 
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high, there are eight, ami wooW be nine, but that 
a breakwater connects two of them. Appledore, 
called for many years Hog Island, from its rude 
resemblance to a hog's back rising from the water, 
vrhen Been from out at nea, is the largest and most 
regular in Bbape. From afar, it looks smoothly 
rounded, like a griidunlly sloping elevation, tbe 
gi-eatest height of which is only seventy-five feet 
above bigh-water mark. A little valley ia which 
are situated the buildings belonging to tbe bouae 
of entertainment, which is the only habitation, 
divides its four hundred acres into two unequal 
portions. Nest, almost within a stone's throw, is 
Haley'a lalaud, or "Smutty-nose," ho chi-istened 
by passing sailors, with a grim Beose of humor, 
from a long black point of rock stretching out to 
the southeast, upon which many a ship has laid 
her bones. This island is low and flat, and con- 
tains a greater depth of aoil than tbe others. At 
low tide. Cedar and Malaga are both connected 
with it,^the Jatter permanently by a breakwater, 
— the whole comprising about one hundred acres. 
Star Idand contains one hundred and fifty acres, 
(tnd liea a quarter of a mile eoiithwest of Smutty- 
iKMe. Toward its northern end are clustered tlw 
houaea of tbe little village of Gosport, with a tiny 
chiiroh crowning the highest rpck. Not quite ^ 
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' mile southwest from Star, White Island lifts a 
lightLouBe for a waming. This is the most pio- 

( tiiroBque of the group, and forms, with Seavey's 
Island, at low water, a double island, with an area 
of some twenty acres. Most westerly lies Lon- 
doner's, an irregular rook with a bit of beach, upon 
which all the shells about the cluster seem to be 

' thrown. Two miles northeast from Appledore, 

I Duck Island thrusts out its lurking ledges on all 
s beneath the water, one of them running half 

' a mile to the northwest. This is the most dan- 
gerous of the islands, and, being the most remote, 

j is the only one visited to any great degree by the 

I shy sea-fowl that are nearly banished by civilisia- 

1 tion. Yet even now, at low tide, those long black 
e often whitened by the dazzling plumage 

' of gulls whose exquisite and stainless purity rivals 
w-fallen snow. The ledgea rnu toward the 
vest and north ; but at the east and south the 

I shore is bolder, and Shag aod Mingo Rocks, where, 
during or after storms, the sea breaks with mag- 
nificent efiect, lie isolated by a narrow channel 
from the main granite fragment. A very round 
rock west of Londoner's, perversely called "Square," 

. and Anderson's Rock, off the southeast end of 
Bmutty-nose, complete the catalogue. 
8mntl^-noBB and Appledore are almost united 
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hy a reef, bare at luw tide, though a large vessel 
can pass between theia even then. Off the land- 
ing at White Island the Devil's liock rollB an in- 
ceasant breaker, and makes an attempt to reach 
the shore perilous in anj but the serenest weather. 
Between Londoner's and Star is another, hardly 
bare at low tide; a perpetual danger, for it lies 
directly iu the path of most uf the sailing vessels, 
and many a schooner has been " brought up all 
standing " by this unexpected obstacle. Another 
rock, about four nitlea east uf Appledore, rejoices 
in the significant title of the " Old Harry." Old 
Harry is deeply sunk beneath the siu-face, and 
never betrays himaeif except iu great etorras, when 
an awful white spray rises afar off, and the Shoal- 
ers know how tremendous are the breakers that 
send it skyward. 

The names of the towns, Appledore, Goeport, 
and, along the coast, Portsmouth, Newcastle, Eye, 
Ipswich, Portland, Bangor, Newbury, Amesbury, 
Salisbury, and many more, are all burrowed from 
towns on, or not far from, the coasts of England 
and Wales, ae may be seen from the maps of those 
countries. Salisbury Beach fronts our islands. 
Amesbury lies farther inland, but the gentle out- 
line of Po Hill, in that town, is the last eminence 
of any importauoe on the southern end of the 
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The dividing line between Maine and New 
HampBhire pflsseB through the group, giving Apple- 
dore. Smutty-nose, and Duck Islands to Maine, and 
the reet to New Hampshire ; hut their allegiance to 
either is a matter of small importance, the few 
inhabitants troubling themselves but little about 
what State they belong to. Til! within a few 
yeara no taxes were required of them, and they 
enjoyed immunity from this and various other 
earthly ills ea completely as the gulls and loona 
that shared their dwelling-place. 

Swept by every wind that blows, and beaten 
by the bitter brine for unknown agoa, well may 
the Isles of Shoals be barren, bleak, and bara At 
first sight nothing can be more rough and inhos- 
pitable than they appear. The incessant influences 
of wind and sun, rain, snow, frost, and spray, have 
BO bleached the tops of the rocka, that they look 
hoary as if with age, though in the summer-time 
a gracious greenness of vegetation breaks here and 
there the stern outlines, and softens somewhat 
their rugged aspect. Yet so forbidding are their 
shores, it seems scarcely worth while to land upon 
them, — mere heaps of tumbling granite in the 
wide and lonely sea, — when all the smiling, " sap- 
phire-spangled marriage-ring of the land" lies 
reu^to woo the yoyager back again, wid wbIoobm 
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is returning prow with pleasant sights mid sounds 
and scents that the wild wastes of water never 
know. But to the human creature who Las eves 
that will see and ears that will hear, nature ap- 
peuls with eueh a novel charm, that the Inxiu'ioiis 
beauty of the land is half forgotten before one is 
aware. Its sweet gardens, full of color and per- 
I fumo, its rich woods and softly swelliug hills, its 
placid waters, and fields and flowery tneiidows, aj-e 

1 longer dear and desirable ; for the wonderful 
sound of the sea dulls the memory of all past im- 
pressions, and seems to fulfil and satisfy all present 
needs. Landing for the first time, the stranger is 
struck only by the sadnesB of the place, — the vast 
loneliness ; for there ore nut even trees to whisper 
with familiar voices, — nothing hut sky and sea 
and rocks. But the very wildness and desolation 
reveal a strai^ beauty to him. Let him wait till 



" With smiset purple soothmg aJl tlie waste," 

and he will find himself slowly Buccumbing to the 
Buhtile charm of that sea atmosphere. He sleeps 
with all the waves of the Atlantic murmuring in 
his ears, and wakes to the freshness of a summer 
morning ; and it seems as if morning were made for 
the firat time. For the world is like a new-blown 
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d in the heart of it he stands, with oulj 
le caressing miisio of the water to break the utter 
aileuce, unless, perhaps, a song-sparrow pours out 
its blissful warble Hke an embodied joy. The sea 
is rosy, and the sky ; the line of land ia radiant ; 
the scattered saOs glow with the delicious color 
that touches so tenderly the bare, bleak rocks. 
These are lovelier tbau sky or sea or distant saila, 
or graceful gulls' wiiiga reddened with the dawn ; 
nothing takes color so beautifully aa the bleached 
granite ; the shadows aro deboate, and the fine, 
hard outlines are glorilied and softened beneath 
the fresh first blush of sunrise. All things are 
apeckluss and spotless ; there is no dust, no noiae, 
nothing but peace in the sweet air and on the 
quiet sea. The day goes on ; the rose changes to 
mellow gold, the gold to clear, white daylight, and 
the sea is sparkling again. A breeze ripples the 
surface, and wlicrover it touches the color deepens. 
A seine-boat passes, with the tawny net heaped in 
the stern, and the scarlet shirts of the rowers bril- 
Uaut against the blue. Pleasantly their voices 
come aci'oss the water, breaking the stillness. The 
Bshing-lioats steal to and fro, silent, with glittering 
sails ; the gulls wheel lazily ; the far-off coasters 
glide rapidly along the horizon ; the niii'oge steals 
clown the cooBt-liue, and seems to^ 
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away. And what if it were to slip dowa the 
slope of the world aod disappear entirely ] You 
think, in a half-dream, you would not care. Many 
troubles, eores, perplesitiiis, vexationti, lurk behind 
that far, faint line for you. Why should you be 
bothered any more 1 

" Let nB aloDfl. 



And so the waves, with their lulling murmiu", do 
their work, and you ore soothed into repose and 
transient forgetfuluesa. 

The nativea, or persona who have been brought 
lip here, tind it almoet as difficult to teur them- 
selves away from the islands as do the Swiss to 
leave their mountains. From a civilized race's 
point of view, this is a curious instance of human 
perversity, since it is not good for men to live their 
whole lives through in such remote and solitaij 
places. Nobody hears of people dying of home- 
sickness for New York, or Albany, or Maine, or 
California, or any place on the brood continent ; 
but to wild and lonely spots like these isles hu- 
manity clings with au intense and abiding affection. 
No other place is able to furnish the inhabitants 
of the Shoola with sufficient air for their capacious 
I lungfi; there is never scope enough elsewhere. 
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there is no horizon ; they must have eea-room. 
Od shore it is to them as if all the trees aiid houses 
crowded against the windows to sufFocation ; and I 

I know a youth who, when at the age of thirteen he 
9 first risjt to the mainland, dest^nded to 
the cellar of the house in which ho found himself, 
iu the not over-populous city of Portsmotith, and 
spent the few hours of hie stay sitting dejectedly 

I npon a wood-pile, in mute protest against the con- 

I ditiou of things in general, and the pressure of 

' human society in particular. 

1 island has its peculiar characteristics, as I 
Baid heforo. aud no two are alike, though all are of 
ame coarse granite, mined with masses and 
i ol quartz tmd felspar and gneiss and mica- 
slate, aud iuterspersed with dikes of trap ninning 
in all directions. Upon Appledore, for the most 
part, the trap runs from north to south, while 
tho veins of quortz and felspar run from east to 
west. Sometimes the narrow white quartz reina 
intersect the dark trap, in parallel lines, now wa- 

I vering, and now perfectly straight, and showing n 

' surface like that of some vast piece of inlaid work. 
Each island presents its boldest shore to the east, 
to breast the whole force of the great Atlantio, 
which every year assails the iron cliffs and hcad- 

1 laad a with the saiDB pondaroue fury, ■^lA, \b^^^_ 
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Upon them bo little trace of its immeuae power, — - 
though at White laiatid on the top of a. preuipi- 
toiia rock called " The Htud, ' which la nearly fifty 
feet high, lies a bowldoi wei^'hiug fifteen tonB^ 
tossed there from below hy the brenkera. The 
ehores aro seldom voiy bold, biit on the east they 
are often very striking with their rifts and chaaiua, 
and roughly piled gorges, and square quarries of 
stone, and atairwuya cut bs if bj human hands. 
The trap rock, eofter than tho granite, is worn 
away in many places, leaving bare perpeudicolar 
walla fifteen or twenty feet high. The krgest tn^ ■ 
dike upon Appledors runs across the island from 
northeast to southwest, disappeara in the sea, and 
reappears upon Smutty-uoso, a quarter of a mils 
distant in a straight line. lu some places, tbe ge- 
ologiat will tell you, certain deep scratches in the 
solid rock mean that hero the glacier ground its 
way oorosa in the world's earlier ages. Frequently 
the trap rock is honeycombed in a curious fashion, 
— filled with small holes on the attrface, as if drops 
of water falling for years in the same spots had 
worn these smooth round hollows. This alwaya 
happens cloae to the water, and only in the trap 
rock, and looks as if it might be the result of the 
flying spray which, in winter and toward spring, 
when the northweat gales blow sometimes for three 
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veeks steadily day and nigfat, beats coDtiniially 
upon the shore. 

The coast-lina varies, of course, with high or 
low tide. At low water the shores are much more 
forbidding than at high tide, for a bwad band of 
dark sea-weed girdles each island, and gives a sul- 
len aspect to the whole group. But iu (.■aim days, 
when the moon ia fnll and the tides are so low 
that it sometimes seems as if the sea were being 
drained away on purpose to show to eager eyes 
what lies beneath the lowest ebb, banks of golden- 
green and browu moss thickly clustered on the 
moist ledges are exposed, and the water is cut 
by the ruffled edges of the kelps that grow in 
brown and shining forests on every side. At sun- 
rise or Bimset the effect of the long rays slanting 
across tlicae masses of rich color is very beautifuL 
But at high tide the shores arc most ctiarming; 
every little cove and inlot ia filled with the music 
of the waves, and their life, light, color, and spar- 
kle. Who shall describe that wonderful noise of 
the sea among the rocks, tu me the most sug- 
gestive of all the sounds in nature 1 Each island, 
every isolated rock, has its own peculiar rote, and 
eara made delicate by listening, in great and fre- 
quent peril, can distinguish the bearings of each 

a dense fog. The threatening speech of Ducfe. 
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Island's ledges, the swing of the wnve over Half- 
way Rock, the touch of the ripples on the beach 
at Londoner's, the long and lazy breaker that is 
forever rolling below the lighthouse iit White 
Island, — all are familiar and distinct, and indicate 
to the islander bia whereabouta almost ns clearly 
ns if the sun shone brightly and no shrouding 
mist woro striving to mock and to mislead him. 

There are no beaches of any considerable size 
along the circle of these shores, and except in two 
narrow tisaurcs, one on Malaga and one on Star, 
only a few feet wide at their widest, there is no 
fine, clean sand, such as lies sparkling on the coast 
at Rye, opposite, and shows, faintly glimmering, 
white in this far diatanue. The dock at Sraiitty- 
noae is filled with coarse sand and miid, like the 
little basin of the " Upper Cove '' on Appledore ; 
and the liu^est beach on Star, of the snme charac- 
ter, is covered with a stratum of fish-bones several 
feet deep, — by no means a pleasantly fragrant 
pavement. Roughly rounded pebbles, not beauti- 
ful with warmth of color like those on the Cohaaset 
beaches, hut a cold, hard combination of gray gran- 
ite and dark trap, are heaped in the coves. In- 
dian arrowheads of jasper and flint have been 
found among them. Now and then a smoother 
oonwsts of a coarse gravel, which, if you ex- 
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r amine, you will find to be principally composed of 
sbells ground finp'by tbe wnvea, a fitacinating mix- 
ture of blue.^d purple mussels, lined with tbe 
rainbow tinta of mother-of-pearl, and fragmenta of 
golden and ruddy anail-sheUs, and striped and col- 
ored cockles ; with here and there a piece of trans- 
parent quartz, white or rosy, or of ojiaque fi^lapar, 
faintly straw-colored, or of duU-piirpIe porphyry 
stone, all clean and moist with the odorous brine. 
^m Upon Appledore and the little islets undevnstated 
^H by civilization these tiny coves are the most de- 
^K lightful places in the world, lovely with their friuf^ 
^" of weeds, thistles, and mullein-stalks dniwn clearly 
against the aky at the upper edge of the slope, 
and below, their mosaic of stone and shell and 
aea-wrack, tangles of kelp and driftwood, — a mass 
of warm neutral tints, — with brown, green, and 
n mosses, and a few golden snail-shells lying 
many-tinted gi'avel, where the indolent 
t ripples lapse in delicious murmttra. There are few 
I shells more delicate than the variegated snails and 
I cockles and stout whelks that sparsely strew the 
r beaches, but these few are exceeiiingly beautiful, 
\ and more precious from their rarity. Two kinds 
I of pure white spiral shells, not quite an inch long, 
mally found, and cause one to wonder 
low they can be rolled together with the heav^ 
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After the dark blue muaHcl-Bhella hnve lain long 
on ehore in buu and rain, they take i 
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Bheen, lovely to behold, and tbe larger kind, shed- 
ding their coat of brown varnish, are colored like 
the eastem nky in cloar winter smteets, a rosy pur- 
ple, with pearly linings streaked with iridescent 
hues. The driftwood is always full of suggestions : 
— a broken oar; a bit of spar with a ragged end 
of rope-yam attached ; a eection of a mast hur- 
riedly chopped, telling of a tragedy too well known 
on the awful sea ; a water-worn buoy, or flakes 
of rich brown bark, which have been peacefully 
floated down the rivers of Maine and out on tbe 
wide sea, to land at last here and gladden firesides 
BO remote from the deop green wood where they 
grew ; pine-cones, with their spicy fragi'auco vet 
lingering about them ; apples, green spruce twigs, 
a sliingle, with some cai-penter's half-obliterated 
calculations pencilled upon it ; a child'a roughly 
carved boat; drowned butterflies, beetles, biiils ; 
dead boughs of ragged fir-trees completely draped 
with the long, shining ribbon-grass that grows in 
brackish water near river mouths. The last, after 
lying awhile in the wind and s 
appearance, for the narrow ribbons are dried and 
bleached as white as chalk, and shiver and shud- 
der with every wind that blows. It used to be a 
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great deliglit to bold Giich a bough aloft, aod watch 
all the long, delicate pennona anil etreamere fly 
trembling out on the breeze. Beyond high-water 
mark all things in the couree of time take a uni- 
form gray color from the weather ; wood, shellB, 
Btonea, deposited by uome great tide or storm, and 
left undisturbed for monttis, chocolate-colored bark 
and yellow ehiugle and gray etone are not to he 
distitiguished one from another, except by their 
shape. Of course all white things grow whiter, 
and shells already colorless become as pure as 
snow. Sometimes the slabs and blocks of wood 
that float ashore have drifted so long that they are 
water-logged, and covered with a rich growth of 
mosses, bamaoles, and wondrous soa-creatureB. 
Sometimes t.liey are completely riddled by the 
phoIoB, and the hardest ahella are pierced smoothly 
through and through by these soft worms. 

But as a child 1 was never without apprehen- 
sion when examining the drift, for I feared to find 
some too dreadful token of disaster. After the 
steamer Bohemian was wrecked (off Halifax, I 
think) a few years ago, bales of her costly cargo 
of silks and rich stuffs and pieces of the wreck 
were strewn along the coast even to Cape Ann; 
and upon Rye Beach, among other things, two 
boots came on shore. They were not mates, anij 
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contained a human foot That muBt have 
a grewaome discovery to him who picked them 

There are not many of these quiet covea. In 
'general a confusion reigns as if nn earthquake had 
rent and split the coasts, and tumbled the masses 
in chaotie heaps. On Apptudere niid the larger 
islands the interior is rather smoother, though no- 
where will you find many rods of plain walking. 
Slopes of greenness alternate with the long white 
ledges, and here and there are bits of swampy 
ground and little valleys where the turf is short, 
and the sheep love t« browse, iind the muahrooms 
grow in August and September. Tliere are no 
trees except, perhaps, a few balm-of-gilead trees 
on Star and a small elm on Appledore, which has 
been struggling with the bleakness of the situation 
some twenty years. It is very probable that the 
islands were wooded many years ago with spruce 
and pine perhaps, — a nigged growth. I am certain 
that cedars grew there, for I found on the highest 
part of Smutty-nose Point, deep down in a crevice 
in the rocks, a piece of a root of cedar-wood, which, 
though perfectly preserved, bore marks of great 
age, being worn as smooth as glass with the ruin- 
drops that had penetrated to its hiding-place. 
I There are a few buehes, bi-owsod down by the 
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nheep, with maple, poplar, and birch leaves ; and 

I hare seen the crumbling remains of the Btump 

of some large tree in the principal gorge or vallej 

at Appledore. The oldest inhabitants remember 

I quite an orchard on Smutty-nose. In the follow- 

' ing note (for whicli I am indebted to Mr. T. B. 

I Fox) from " Christopher Leavitt'a Voyage into New 

1 the year 1623, it appears that there 

3 trees, though not of the kind the voyagers 

■wished to see. He says ; " The first pliice I set my 

I foot upon in New England was the Isles of 

' Shoulds. We could see not one good timber tree, 

) much good ground aa to make a garden. 

I Good fishing-place for sis ships," he goes on to say, 

e for want of good storage rooms. Har- 

I bor indifferent good. No savages at all." That 

a two hundred and forty-siK years ago. In the 

I Rev. Jedediah Morse's journal of a mission to the 

[ Shoals in August, 1800, ho says, referring to the 

I vretched state of the inhabitants of Star Island at 

[ Ihat time, " All the trees, and the hushes even, 

have been oonsimied, and they have cut up, dried. 

and burned many acres of the sward, leaving only 

naked i-ooks where formerly there was the finest 

pasturage for cows." The bushes have never 

I grown ^ain on Starj but Appledore, wherever 

\ there ia soil enough to hold a root, is over^row-o. 
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I vith huckleberry and bayborry btuhes, the (flossy 
L green leaves of the latter yielding h wholesome, 
[•.•romatic friigraiice, whiuh acvords well with tho 
r fresh and healthy sea-odors. Blackberry, raBpberry, 
I wild currant, and gooaeherry bushes aUo flourish - 
V there nre clinnps of elder aiid eiimach, woodbine 
h'Atid the poiuin ivy, Bhnibs of wild-cherry and 
shodliuBh, and even one little wild appk-tree that 
yearly beara a few larj^e, bright bloaaoms. 

It ie curious to note the varieties of plants, wild- 
flowers, and grosses on this island alone. There 
are sii different ferns, and many delicate flowers 
bloom in the spring, whose faces it is a continual 
surprise to find looking up at you from the rough 
ground, among the roclts. Every flower seeniB 
twice as beautiful under these circumstant^es ; and it 
is a fact that the salt air and a pecniiar richness in 
I 'the soil give a luxuriance of growth and a depth of 
L «olor not found elsewhere. " Is that willow- 
weed" (or whatever it may be)1 "I never saw 
any so bright ! " is a remark often heard from 
strangers visiting the islands for the first time. 
The pale-pink berb-rohert, for instance, blushes 
with a tint almost as deep as a damask rose, and 
as for the wild-roses, I heard some one say they 
were as " bright as red carnations." In the spring 
the anemones are stained with purple and pink 
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and yellow in a. way that makea their sistera of 
the mainloud seem pallid beside them ; »nd the 
violets are wonderful, — the blue ones bo largo 
and dark, and the delicately -veined white uaca rich 
with creamy fragraiice. 

The calyx of the HhadbuBh-flower is dyed with 
purple, almost crimson, and the color runs into 
the milky whiteness of the petals. The little 
pimpernel (when it has anything but salt gravel to 
grow in, fur it runs fairly into the sea) is clear 
vermilion, and the pearly eyebright is violet on 
the edges ; the shy celandine glows golden in its 
shady clefts, and the spotted jewel-weed is as rich 
and splundid as a flower in Doctor Ra^jpooiDi's to- 
mous garden. Sumetimea it is as if the order of 
nature were set aside in this spot ; foryoii find the 
eyebright and pimpernel and white violets grow- 
ing side by side until the frost comes iu Novem- 
ber; often Ootolier passes with no sign of frost, 
and the autunm lingers later than elsewhere. I 
have even seen the iris aud wild-rose and golden-rod 
and aster in blossom togethor, as if, not having 
tlie example of the world before Iheir eyes, they 
followed their own sweet will, and bloomed when 
they took the fancy. As for garden flowers, when 
you plant them m tliis soil they fairly t 
with color. People s&y, " Do ^ve n 
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of these wonderful flowers " ; and they sow tboiu 
in their gardena oa the mainland, and thoy coma 
up decorous, commonplace, and pale, like their sis- 
ters in the same soil. The little epot of earth on 
which they grow at the island ih like a mass of 
jewels. Who shall descrllie the pansiee, riehly 
streaked with buniing gold ; the dark velvet core- 
opsis aud the nasturtium ; the larkspurs, blue and 
brilliant as lapis-liiztili ; the " ardent marigolds," 
that flame like mimic suae t The eweet-pens are 
of a deep, bright rose-color, and their odor ia like 
rich wine, too sweet almost to bo borne, except 
when the pure fragrance of mignonette is added, 
— such mignonette as never grows on shore. 
Why should the poppies blaze in such imperial 
scarlet i What quality is hidden in this thin soil, 
which so transfigures all the faniibar flowers with 
fresh beauty } 1 have beard it said that it is the 
crumbled rock which so enriches the earth, but I 
do not know. 

If a flock of sheep and various cows did not 
browse over Appledore incessantly, it would be a 
little wilderness of wild-flowers in the summer; 
they love the soil and climate, and put forth all 
their strength and loveliness. And every year or 
two a new kiud appears, of which the seed has 
been brought by some bird, or, perhaps, shaken 
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Wt of a bmiiile of hay. Last summer, for the 
ret time, I found the purple polj'gala growing io 
W'tt meadowy piece of turf on the south side of tbo 
island. Columhinea and the fi-agrant ground-nut, 
helianthus, and varioua other plants, grow only oQ 
Duck Island ; and it is singular that the little po- 
tentilla, which I tan. told grows elsewhere only on 
mountain-sides, is found here on all the islands. 
At Smutty-nuse alono certain plants of the wicked- 
looking henbane ( Hymeyamui niger) flourish, and, 
on Londoner's only, there spreiids at the top of 
the beach a large sea-lungwort (Merten»ia mari- 
I. At Star the crooked little ways betweeri 
lousea are lined with tall plants of the pois- 
B hemlock (the Conium that made the death- 
raught of Socrates), which flourishes amain, and 
^ the only green thing out of the small walled en- 
toBures, escept the grass end the burdocks ; for 
s and the children devastate the ground. 
Appledore is altogether the moat agreeable in 
a aspect of all the islands, being the largest, and 
tftving a greater variety of surface than the rest. 
B southern portion is full of iuterest, from the 
s of vanished humanity which one beholds at 
■i«Tery step j for the ground in some places is un- 
dermined with ancient graves, and the ruined cel- 
lars of houaes wherein men and womea Iwed. \! 
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thnu a century ago are scattered here aud there 
to the uumhor of seventy aod more. The men and 
nomen are dust und aahea ; but here are the BtoneB 
they aquareil and laid; here are the threaholdB 
over which so many feet Lave passed. The pole 
green and lilac and golden lichens have overgrown 
and efFaccd all traces of their footsteps ou the door- 
etones ; but here they ])iiHsed in and out, — old and 
young, little feet of children, heavy tramp of stal- 
wart fisbermen, lighter tread of women, paiotid and 
uncertain steps of age, Pleasiml it is to thiuk of 
the brown and swarthy fisherman, the father, stand- 
ing on such a threshold, and with the keen glance 
all seafaring men possess sweeping the wide hori- 
zon for signs of fair or foul weather; or the 
mother, sitting in the sun on the step, nursing 
her baby, perhaps, or mending a net, or spinning, 
-for the women here were famous spinners, and 
n Star Island yet are women who have not for- 
gotten the art. Pleaaanter still to think of some 
slender girl at twiliglit lingering with reluctant 
feet, and wistful eyes that search the dusky sea for 
a returning sail whose glimmer is sweeter than 
moonlight or starlight to her sight, — lingering 
still, thotigh her mother calls within and the dew 
falls with the falling night. I love to people these 
solitudes again, and thiuk that those who lived 
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B ceuturioa ago were decent, I5ud-feuring folk, 
[ most of them, — for bo tradition aitjs;* though 
L in later ycara thoy fell into evil ways, and drauk 
"fire-water," and came to grief. And all the pii.-- 
V tures over which I dream are set in thia framework 
y of the sea, that sparkled and aaug, or frowned and 
l! threatened, in the ages that are gone oa it does 
I to-day, and will continue t« smile and threaten 
■'When we who listen to it and love it and fear it 
^Uuw are dust and ashes in oiir turn. 

Some of the cellars are double, as if two fami- 
ies had built together ; aoniGare distinctly marked; 
n others the ston^ have partly fallen in ; all are 
['Wore or leas overgrown with lichens, and thick, 
■^hort turf creeps everywhere in and about them. 
I^me times giLrlands of woodbine drape the 
liralls, and poison-ivy clasps and knots itself abont 
[iJie rocks ; clumpa of aweet flowering-elder cluster 
vin the comers, or graceful, stag-homed sumachs, 
I. or raspberry bushes with ruddy fruit. Wild 
I. Bpiked thistles apread, aud tall mullein-atalks 
[ttand like sentinels on guard over the desolation. 
[Beautiful it is to see the delicate herb-robert's rosy 

"The ohnracter and hnblta of tlifl original »BttlerB for In- 
y, inlelligenue, aud pare marala huTS ncqnireil !nr (bem 
respaot In the eftimatioQ of posterity ." — WHtinimm'i 

■y qf JfdBM- 



flowers Qindiig the rough henpa of nicks, like s 
tender afterthought wfaiire all is hitrd and stem. 

t IB a part of the religious belief of the Shoal- 
ers, that the niinouH cairn on the summit of Ap- 
pledore was built by the fiimoua John Smith and 

men when they discovered the islands in the 
year 1614; and I will not bo bo heretical as to 
doubt the fact, though it Beema just as likely that 

'aB sot up by fishermeu aud sailors bb a land- 
mark. At any rate, nobody knows when it waa 
not there, aud it is perfectly safe to imagine any 
origin for it. 1 never could bo precisely certain 
of the site of the first meeting-house on this ial- 
lud, " built (of brick) at a very early period, pos- 
sibly the first in the province," says Williamaou in 
his " History of Maine." Probably there wns no 
cellar beuenth it, and the slight underpinning has 
been scattered and obliterated by time, — a fate 
which many of the houses must have shared in Lke 

mer. When man has vanished, Nature Btriveo 
to restore her original order of things, and she 
smooths away gradually all traces of his work with 
the broad hands of her changing seasons. The 
men who built the Pyramids felt this ; hut will not 
the world spin long enough to level their masonry 
with the desolate sands 1 Neither is there any 

I of tho foundation of that "Academy" to 
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r which "even gentlemen from some of the princi- 
pal towns on the sea-coast sent their sons for lit- 
erary instruction, " — I quote again from William- 
son. How like a dream it seema, looking now at 
theae deserted rocka, that bo much happened here 
in the years that are gone 1 The connection of 
Spain with these ialatids always hod a great fasci- 
nation for me ; it is curious that the brightest and 
gayest of lunds, all aglow with sunshine and bo 
rich with southern beauty, should be in any way 
linked with tliia pliice. so remote atid desolate. 

P" In 1730, and afterwards, three or four ships used 
to load at tlie Shoala with wiiitor and spiing mer- 
ohautablo 68h for Bilboa in Spain." What won- 
drous craft must have navigated these waters, — 
lazy, lumboring old ships, with quaintly carved fig- 
ure-heads, and high-peaked sterna and prows, and 
heavy draperies of weather-lieaten sails, pictur- 
esque and charming to behold, and well enough 
for the sparkling Mediterranean, but not the sort 
of build to battle with the Atlantic breakers, as 
BBvoral wrecks of vessels caught in the terrible 
gales and driven upon the pitiless ledges migjit 
testify ! The ship Sagunto, it is said, met her de- 
struction here as late as the year 1813; and there 
are faint echoes of other disasters of the kind, but 
the names of other ships have not come dama.te 
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One wreckei^ on Appledore left only a quan- 
tity of broud m\veT pieces sprinkled nbout the 
rotike to It'll of the calnniity. A fiBhermim from 
Star, paddling over in liisdorj-to explore the coves 
and chasms for driftwood (for the island wna unin- 
habited at the time), came suddenly upon the 
glitteriog coins. Hia nmu^ement vaa boundlesa. 
After filling his pocketa, a sudden terror possessed 
him ; he began to have a suspicion that something 
uncanny lurked at the bottom of euch good for- 
tune {for the sTiperstition of the natives ia very 
great), and fled home to tell his neighbors, who 
came in a body and made short work of the process 
of gathering the rest of the treaauro. Occasion- 
ally, since that time, coidb have been found about 
the southeast point, whereon the unknown vessel 
struck and was completely destroyed. Of course 
Captain Kidd, "as he sailed," is supposed to have 
made the locality one of his many hiding-places. 
I remember being awed when a child at the story 
of how & certain old black Dinah, an inhabitant 
of Portsmouth, ciime out to Appledore, then en- 
tirely divested of hiuuan abodes, and alone, with 
only a diviiiing-rod for company, passed severul 
days and nights wandering over the island, mut 
tering to herself, with her divining-rod carefully 
balonoed in her skinny hands. Robert Kitlil's 
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buried treaaure, if it existed, uovL-r 811,11111^ frnin 
below to that mystic rod, and thu old nof!:roHa re- 
turned omptj-huudtid ; but what a jiiiit.iini aho 
must have made wandering there in thu l»nuliiiuHB, 
by Bunligbt, or moonlight, or starlight, with lior 
weird figure, her dark face, her ^armuittx fliitttir- 
ing in the wind, and the ftwful rod iu ht^r liuud ! 

On Star Island, I have been told, a littlo tbreo 
legged black pot full of golfl and silvur pioi*B wim 
dug up not very many years ago ; and it in vcr- 
tainly true that Mr. Samuel Haley, who lived upon 
ned Smutty-nose, iu building a wall, turned 
.over a large, flat stone beiienth which lay fuur bam 

solid silver. Ho must have been a fine, euer- 
old fellow, that Samuel lluluy. With thu 
'treasure, says tradition again, he buill.at great 
trouble and expcuse, the sea-wall which coDtiocta 
Smutty-no8c with MaUga, and makes a aafu har- 
bor for distressed maiinera iu xtunuy weather. 
(This name Malaga, by tlie way, is a very diHliniA 
token of the Spaniarda) Not only di<l Holey 
build the sea-wall, but he erected salt-works which 
" manu&rtiired excellent salt for the curing of 
fish," and stretched a ropewalk over the uncvoo 
ground to the extent of two hundred and w^venty 
feet, and set up irindiuills U) catch with their 
wide wings all the winds tbat blew, tliat be mit^ 
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grind Lis owu uorn and wheat, and live as indepen- 
dently ae posaible of his fellow-men ; for tiiat Ih one 
of the lirst thiugs a settler on the Isles of Shonls 
finds it necesattry to learn- He piunted a little 
orehard where the soil was deepest, and with much 
cheriehing care contrived to coax his cherry-trees 
into abuudant fruitfulneaa, and in every way maiio 
^itbe most of the few advantages of the place. The 
I old square house which he built npoii hia island, 
and which etiU stands, had, long iigo, a brnud 
balcony nmning the whole length of Ut« boiiss 
beneath the second-story windows. TJiia being in 
a rninous condition, I never dared venture out 
upon it ; but a large, square lookout, with a stout 
railing, which he built on the top of the hoiise, 
remained till within a few years ; and I found it n 
charming place to linger in on still days, and watch 
the »ky and the sea and the vesseli, and the play 
of color over the bright face of the world. Looking 
from that airy station years ago, I used to think 
how many times he had sat there with his spy- 
glass, Beauning the horizon and all within it, while 
the wind ruffled his gray hair aud the sun shone 
pleasantly across his calm old face. Many years 
of his nsefiil, hoppy life he lived there, and left 
behind him a beloved and honorable name. His 
^deacendants, still living upon Star, are among the 
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beat people iu tLe village. A young girl bearing 
his name was lately married to ooe of the 
youthful fiahermeu. Star Island might well be 
proud of such a girl, so modest and sweet, and 
pretty too, slender and atraight, dark-haired, 
brown-eyed, — as picturesque a creature as one 
would wish to see, with a delicate rose in her 
cheek and a clear tight of iutelligence in her eyes. 
Considering her, and remembering this ancient 
auceator of hers, I thought abe came houestly liy 
her gentle, self-reliant expression, and her fine 
bearing, full of unconacioua dignity and grace. 
The old man's quaint epitaph speaks of bis hu- 
manity in "receiving into his enclosure many a 
poor, distressed seaman and fisherman in distress 
of weather." " In diatreaa of weather ! " One must 
live in such a plnce fully to comprehend the mean- 
ing of the words. It waa his custom every night 
to put in his bedroom window, over the broad 
balcony faeing the southeast, a light which 
bnrned all night, — a little act of though tfulness 
which speaks volnmes. I think the liglithonso 
could not have been kindled at that time, but I am 
not sure. There is much uncertainty with regard. 
, to dates and records of thoae old times. Mr. 
s said to have died in 1811, but 1 have 
;wayB heard that he waa living when the Sagunto 
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was wrecked upon his isliiiid, which hspiieiied, 
according to the GoBport records, in 1813. Thia 
is the entrj- : "Ship Sngimto etraoded ou Smoti- 
noM Isle Jany 14* 1813 Jany IS* one man 
found, Jany IC"" 6 men found 21-7 the Num- 
ber of lueu yet found Belonging to said ship 
twelve." I am inclined to thiuli the writer made 
a miBtako in his date as well as his spelling and 
arithmetic, for it is an accepted tradition that Mr. 
Haley found and buried the dead crew of that 
ahip, and I have always hoard it spoken of as a 
simple ikct. On that stormy January night, runs 
the story, he placed the light as usual in his 
cbaml)er window, and I dare say prayed in his 
good heart that no vessel might be wandering near 
this dangerous place, tossed helpless on the raging 
sea in the thick darkness and bitter cold and blind- 
ing snow. But that night the great ship Sagunto 
drove, crashing, full upon the fatal southeast point, 
in sight of the tiny spark that burned peacefully, 
unwavering, in that quief chamber. Her costly 
timbers of mahogany and cedar-wood were splin- 
tered on the sharp teeth of those inexorable rocks; 
her cai^o of dried fruits and nuts and boles of 
broadcloth and gold and silver, was tossed about 
the shore, and part of her crew were thrown alive 
upon it. Some of them saw the light, and crawled 
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toward it beniimbed with cold and apeat with 
fatigue and terror. The roaring of the Btoitn 
bore away their faint cries of distress ; the old 
man slept ou quietly, with his family about him, 
shelt-ered, safe ; while a stone's-throw from his 
door these sailora strove and agonized to reach 
that friendly light. Two of them gained the stone- 
wall in front of the house, but their ebbing strength 
would not allow them to climb over; they threw 
themselves upon it, and perished miserably, with 
safety, warmth, and comfort so close at hand ! In 
the morning, wlien the tumult was somewhat 
hushed, and underneath the sullen aky rolled the 
more sullen sea in long, deliberate waves, the old 
man looked out in the early light across the waste 
of snow, and on the wall lay — something that 
broke the familiar outline, though all was smooth 
with the pure, soft snow. He must put on coat 
Bnd cap, and go and find out what this strange 
thing might be. Ah, that wna a sight for his pity- 
ing eyes under the cold and leaden light of that 
unrelenting morning \ He summoned his SOOB 
and his men. Quickly the alarm was given, and 
there was confusion and eicitemeut as the island- 
ers, hurriedly gathering, tried if it were possible 
yet to save some life amid the wreck. But it waa 
too late J every soul was lost. Fourteen bodies 
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were found at tbat time, strewn all tbo way be- 
tween the wall and that southenst point where the 
vessel bad gone to pieces. The following summer 
the skeleton of another wjm discovered among 
some bushes near the shore. The IniH^nation 
lingers over those poor drowned sailors ; strives 
to figure what each man was like, what might 
have been tbe musical name of each (for all names 
in Spanish should be mueical, with a reminiscence 
of flute and guitar in them) ; dwells on the dark- 
olive faces and jet-black hair, tbe gracefid foreigti 
dress, — curious short jackets, perhaps, with bits 
of bright embroidery that loving himda bad 
worked for them, all atained and tamiahed by tbe 
brine. No doubt some of them wore alwut their 
net'ks a cross or amulet, with an image of tbe 
"Blessed Virf^n " or the "Son of God," that so 
they might be saved from just snch a fate as 
this ; and maybe some one among these sailor-men 
carried against his heart a lock of hair, dark and 
lustrous before the washing of tbe cold waves 
dulled the brightness of its beauty. Fourteen 
shallow graves were quarried for the unknown 
dead in the iron earth, and there they lie, with 
him who buried them a little above in the same 
grassy slope. Here is his epitaph : — 
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Age.] Si 

He was R man of Rretit Ingennity 

IndQEtiy Honor nnil Honoty, tme to hll 

Cuuntry & A man wbo did A great 

Publik good in Baitding A 

Dock & RDoelrlilg Into hii 

Encloanre many n poor 

Diilre^^d Seiimim & FiebennRn 

In iliBtress of Weather " 

A few ateps from thoir reatinf place the low wall 
on which the two unfortimates were fouud froaen 
is falling into ruin. The glossy green leaves of 
the bay berry -bush ea crowd here and thare about 
it, in odorous ranks on either side, and Bweetlj 
the warm blush of the wild-rose glows dgaiast it« 
cool gray atones. Leaning upon it in suninier 
afternoons, when the wind is qiiict and there steals 
up a fragrance and fresh miirmiir from the incom- 
ing tide, «-ben the slowly mellowing li^t lies tran- 
quil over the placid sea, enriching everything it 
touches with infinite beatity, — waves and rocks 
I V that kill and destroy, bloaaomiug roses and lonely 
I |_gra¥ea, — a wistful sadness colors nil one's thoughts. 
Afar ofi' the lazy waters sing and Kmile about that 
white point, shimmering in the brilliant atmos- 
phere. How peaceful it is I How innocent and 
unconscious is the whole face of this awful and 
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beautiful nnture ! But, listening to llio tilissFiil 
mui'mur of the tide, one can but thiuk with what 
another voice that tide spoke when it ground the 
ship to atoms and roared with Bullen thunder 
I about those dying men. 

There is no inscription on the rough boulders at 
Ilie head and foot of these graves. A few more 
j-eiirs, and aU trace of them will lie obliterated. 
Already the atones lean this way and that, and 
arc half huried in the rank gniKS. Soon will they 
be entirely forgotten ; the old, old world forgets 
BO much ! And it ia sown thick with graTes from 
pole to pole, 

" These islands bore some of the first fnotprints 
«f New-England Chriatianity and civilisation. 
They were for a long time the abode of intelli- 
gence, refinement, and yirtue, but were afterwards 
abandoned to a state of scaii-barbariBm." The 
firet intelligence of the place comes to ns from 
tho yenr I(il4, when John Smith is supposed to 
have discovered them. The nest date is of the 
landing of Christopher Leavitt, in 1633. In 1645, 
three brothers, Robert, John, tind Richard Cutts, 
emigrated from Wales, and on their way to tho 
continent paused at the Isles of Shoals, and, find- 
ing them 80 pleasant, made their settlement here. 
Williamson mentions particularly Richard Gibson, 
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(i-om Topaham, England, and various other men 
from England and Wales. Many people speedily 
joined the little colony, wLiuh grew yearly more 
proaperoiiB. In 1650, the Rev. John Brock came 
to live among the islanders, and remained with 
them twelve years. All that we hear of this man 
ia so fine, he is represented as having l>ecn so Ittith- 
ful, zealous, intelligent, and humans, that it is no 
wonder the commuaity flourished while he sat at 
the helm. It was said of him, " He dwells as near 
Heaven as any man upon earth." Cotton Mather 
thus quaintly praises him : " He was a good 
grammarian, chiefly in this, that he still i^ioke the 
truth from M» heart. He was a good loffician, 
chiefly in this, th.at he presented himself unto Oitd 
with a reamiialile service. He was a good arith- 
tnetieian,, chiefly in this, that he so num/iered his 
daj/K OS to applff his heart unto mtd.'jm. He was a 
good agtronmner, chiefly in this, that his conversa- 
tion vKU in Heaven So much belonged to 

this ffond man, that so learned a life may well be 
judged worthy of being a written one." After him 
came a long procession of the clei^, good, bad, 
and indifl'ereut, up to the present time, when 
"divine service," so-called, has seemed a mere 
burlesque as it has been often carried on in the 
littls church at Star. 
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Last summer I was shown a quaiut little book 
entitled " The Fiaberman's Calling. A lirief essay 
to Serve tlio Great Interests of Religion anjong o\it 
Fishermen. By Cotton Mather, D. D. Boston in 
New England. Priuted : Sold by T. Green. 1712," 
aud I found tlie following incident connet^ted witli 
Mr. Brock's ministry at the Shoals ; " To Illustrate 
and Demonstrate the Providence of God onr Saviour 
«ver the Busineas of fishermen, I will entertain you 
with Two short Modem Histories." Then follows 
an {iccoTint of some Homish priests inpon some isles 
belonging to Scotland, who endeavored to draw the 
poor fishermen over to popeiy. The other is thiB ; 
" \\Tien our Mr. Brock lived on the Isles of Shoals, 
he brought the Fisliermen into an agreement that 
besides the Lord's Day they would spend one day 
of every month together in the worship of the 
Glorious Lord. A certain day which by their 
Agreement belonged unto the Exercises of Religion 
being arrived, they came to Mr. Brock, and asked 
him, that they might put by their meeting and go 
a Fishing, becauae they had Lost many Days by the 
Foulness of the weather. He, seeing that without 
and against hie consent they resolved upon doing 
what they asked of him, replied, ' If you wUl go 
away I say unto you, ' Catch Fish if you can ! ' 
But as for you that will tarry, and worship our Lord 
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Jeaua Chriet this day, I will pray unto Him fot 
yon that jou may aftorwarde take fish till you are 
weary.' Thirty men weut away from the meeting 
and Five tarried. Tho thirty that went away fVoni 
the meeting with all their Craft could catch hut 
four Fishes. The Five which tarried went forth 
afterwards and thep took Jiv« Hundred. The Fish- 
ermen were after thia Readier to hearken unto the 
Voiia of their Teacher," 

If virtue were often its own reward after a fash- 
ion like this, in what a well-conducted world wo 
bhould live ! Douhtlesa the reckless islanders 
needed the force of all the moral suasion good Mr. 
Brock could bring to bear upon them ; too much 
law and order they could not have ; but I like bet- 
ter this Btory of the Btont old fisherman who in 
church BO unexpectedly answered hia pastor's 
thrilling exhortation, "Supposing, my brethren, 
that any of you should be overtaken in the bay 
by a northeast storm, yoar hearts trembling with 
fear, and nothing but death before, whither would 
yonr thonghta tnm t what would yon do ? " — with 
the instant inspiration of common-sense, " I 'd hoist 
the foresail and scud away for Squam ! " 

The first church on Star was bnilt principally 
pf tiinhera from the wrecks of Spanish sliips, but 
it has been partially bimied and rebuilt twice. 
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VarioiiH rough charactere, given over to hard (Jritik- 
ing, and consequently lanrlosa living, have joined 
the colony within tho Inst t«n years, and made the 
pWe the scene of continually recurring fires. On 
(P3\iig down to Appledore one spring I was snr- 
priited at the daily and nightly jangling of the dull 
l>ell at Star, — a disHonant sound borne wildly on the 
stormy wind to our dwelling. " What is Star Isl- 
and ringing fori" 1 kept ueking, and was as often 
answered, " 0, it 's only Sam Blake setting his honse 
on Rre ! " — the object being to obtain the insur- 
ance thereupon. 

On the Masaachiiaetts records there is a para- 
graph to the effect that, in the year 1653. Philip 
Balih, of Hog Island, wna appointed constable for 
all the islands of Shoals, Star Island excepted. 
To Philip Bftbb we shall have occasion to refer 
again. "In May, 1G61," saye Willi am bod, "Ireing 
places of note and great resort, the General Court 
incorporated the islands into a town called Apple- 
dore, and invested it with the pgwers and privi- 
l^es of other towns." There were then about 
forty families on Hog Island, but between that 
time and the year lt)70 these removed to Star Isl- 
and and joined the settlement there. This they 
were induced to do partly through fear of the In- 
i, who frequented Duck Island, and thenoe 
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made plundering excursions upon tbetn, carryiug 
off their worneu while they were abseat fishing, 
aud doing a variety of harm ; but, as it ia expressly 
stated that pei>ple living on the mninlaDd sent 
their cbildroti to school at Appledore tliat they 
might be safe fmm the Indiana, the btatemeiit of 
their depi'cdationa at the Shoals is perplexiti^'. 
Probably the savages camped on Duck to carry ou 
their uraft of porpoiac-fiahing, which to this diiy 
they still pursue among the islands on the eastern 
ooaat of Maine. Star Island seemed a plaue of 
greater safety ; and probably the greater advantages 
of Inodiug and the convenience of a wide cove at 
the entrance of the villiige, with a little harlwr 
wherein the fiahiug-craft might anchor with some 
security, were also inducements. William Pep- 
porell, a native of Cornwall, England, emigrated 
to the place in the year 1G7C, and lived there iip- 
wards of twenty years, aud carried on a large fiah- 
ery. "He was the father of Sir William Pepperell, 
the moat famous man Maine over produced." For 
more than a century previous to the Eevolntiounry 
War there were at the Shoals from three to six 
hundred in habitants, and the little settlement 
flourished steadily. Thoy had their church and 
Buhool-house, aud a court-house ; and the usual 
municipal otfic«i-a were annually chosen, and tb9 
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■town records regularly kept. From three to four 
Ptbouaand quintala of fish were yearly uaugbt aud 
F cured by the iHliuiderB ; and, heside their trade 
r with Spain, large quantities of li^h were al!K> car- 
Llied to Portsmouth, for the Weat India market. 
liu IGTI the islands belonged to John Masun and 
i8Jr Ferdinando Gorges. This man always greatly 
Plnterested me. He must huve been a person of 

■ great force of character, strong, clear-headed, full 
ft of tire and energy. He was appointed govemor- 
|;general of New England in 1637. WilJiomson iuis 
■jnuch to say of him ; " He and Sir Walter Raleigh, 

e acquaintance was familiar, posaesaiug minds 

! equally eitiBtio and adventurous, turned their 

thoughts nt an early period of life towards tlie 

American hemiaphero." And the historian thus 

goes on lamenting over him : " Fame and wealth, 

L to often the idols of superior intellects, were the 

■ prominent objects of this aspiring man. Constant 
ftsand sincere in hie friendships, he might have had 
E extensively the estimation of others, had not self- 
(fehneSB been the centre of all his efforts. Hia life 

me, though by no means free from blem- 
I ishes, have just claims to the grateful recollections 
[ of the Eastern Americans and their posterity." 
From 1 640 to 1 773, says a report to the " Soci- 

■ ety for Propagating the Gospel among the Indians 
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and Others in North Americn," the chwrch at the 
ShoBJB was in a flourishiug uouditioa, aud had a 
Bucceasion of ministers, — Measra. Hull, Brock, 
Belcher, Moody, 'i'ucke, and Shaw, all of whom 
I were good and faitbful men; two, Brock and 
I Tucke, being men of learning and ability, with 
I peculiarities of talent aud cbanicter adtuimbly 
I fitting them for their work on these islands. Tucke 
I was the only one who closed his life and ministry 
I at the Shoals. He w^ts a gradaate of Harvard 
I College of the class of 1723, wns ordained at the 
IShonls July 20, 1732, and died there August 12, 
I 1773, — his ministry thus covering more than forty 
I years. Hia salary in 1771 was paid in merchant- 
I able fish, a quintal to a man, when there were on 
I the Shoals from ninety to one hundred men, and 
I a quintal of fish was worth a guinea. His grave 
I was accidentally discovered in 1800, and the Hon. 
L Dudley Atkins Tyiig, who intereated himself moat 
I charitably and indefatigably for the good of these 
I Jslanda, placed over it a slab of atone, with an in- 
I Bcription which atill remains to tell of the fine 
I qualities of the mnn whoae dust it covers ; but 
I year by year the raindrops with delicate touches 
ft wear away the deeply cut letters, for the stone 
liies horizontal ; even now they are scarcely legi- 
■ ble, and soon the words of praise and appreciation 



will exist only in the memory uf a few of the oldar 

inbabitants. 

At the timti of Mr. Tticke'it death the prosper- 
ity of the Shoals vna at its height. But in leas 
ttian thirty yGnrs aftar liis death n moat wofu! con- 
dition of things wiis inaugurated. 

The Bottlemeut flourished till tlio breaking out 
of the war, when it was found to be entirely at 
the mercy of the English, and obliged to funiish 
them with recruits and supplies. The iuhabitants 
were therefore ordered by the government to quit 
the islands; and as their trade was probably 
broken up and their property esposed, moat of 
them complied with the order, and settled in the 
neighboring seaport towns, where their deacendanta 
may be found to this day. Some of the people 
settled in Sa,lem, and the Mr. White so mysteri- 
ously murdered there many years ago was bom at 
Appledore. Those who remained, with a few ex- 
ceptions, were among the most ignorant and de- 
graded of the people, and they went rapidly down 
into untold depths of misery. " They burned the 
meeting-houee, and gave themselves up to quarrel- 
ling, profanity, and drunkenness, till they became 
almost barbarians"; or, as Mr. Morse expresses it, 
" were given up to work all manner of wickedness 
with greediness." In no place of the size has 
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tbere been a greater absorption of '■ rum " BUicfl 
the world was made. Mr. Reuben Moody, a theo- 
logical Btudent, lived at the Shoals for a few 
months in tho year 1822, and his description of 
the condition of things at that time is frightful. 
lie had no place to open a school ; one of the ial- 
andera provided him with a. room, fire, etc., giving 
as a reason for hia enthusiastic furtherance of Mr. 
Moody's plans, that his children made such e, dis- 
turbance at borne that he couldn't sleep in the 
daytime. An eitraot from Mr. Moody's journal 
affords an idoa of the morals of the inhabitants at 
this period : — 

" May 1"*. I yet continue to witnesa the Heav- 
en-daring impieties of this people. Yesterday my 
heart was shocked at seeing a man ahout seventy 
yoora of age, as devoid of reason as a maniac, giv- 
ing way to hia ptissions ; striving to express him- 
self in more blasphemous language than he had 
the ability to utter ; and, being unable to express 
the malice of his heart in words, he would run at 
every one he aaw. All was tumult and confusion, — 
men and women with tar-brushes, clenched fists, 
and stonea ; one female who had an infant but 
eight days old, with a stone in her hand and an 
oath on her tongue, threatened to daah out the 
brains of her notagonUts. , , . , After I arrived 
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■nibug them some of them ilis[>erse(l, Bome led 
their wives into the hoiiso, otliers drove them off, 
Biid a calm siici^eeded." 

Id [uiotber purt of the jourutil is aa account of 
an old man who lived alone and drank forty gallons 
of rum in twelve mouths, — some horrible old Culi- 
bno, no doubt. This hideous madness of dninken- 
iicss was the great trouble at the Shoals; and though 
time has modified, it has not eliminated the ap- 
parently hereditary banc whoso antidot* is not yet 
discovered. The misuse of strong drink still proves 
a whirlpool more awful than the worst terrors 
of the pitiless ocean that hems tlie islnnder? it>. 

As may be seen frotn Mr. Moody's journal, the 
elergj had a hard time of it among the heathen 
at the Isles of Shoals ; but they persevered, and 
many hrave women at diflerent times have gone 
among the people to teach the school and reclaim 
the little children from wretchedness and igno- 
rance. Miss Peabody, of Newburyjiort, who came 
to live with them in 1823, did wonders for them 
during the three years of her stay. She taught 
the school, visited the families, and on Sntidaya 
read to such audiences as she could collect, took 
seven of the poorer female children to live with 
tier at the parsonage, instructed all who would 
a the arts of carding, spinning, weaving, 
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knitting, sewing, briiiding mats, etc. Truly ahe 
remembered what " Satan finds for idle hands to 
do," and kept all licir cliarges busy aud conse- 
quently happy. All honor to her memory ! she 
^as a wise and taithful servant. There is etill on. 
offeutionate remembranue of her among the pres- 
ent inhabitants, whose mothers she helped out of 
their degradation into a better life. I saw in one 
of tbe houses, not long ago, a sampler blackened 
by B^, hut carefully preserved in a frame ; and 
was told that the dead grandmother of the family 
had made it when a little girl, under Misa Fea- 
body's supervision. In 1835 the Rev. Origeu 
Smith went to live at Star, and remained perhaps 
ten years, doing much good amoug tho people. 
He nearly succeeded in banishing the great de- 
moralizer, liquor, and resti^red law and order. Ue 
is reverently remembered by the islanders. Iii 
1855 an excellent man by the name of Mmoo oc- 
cupied the post of minister for the islanders, and 
from his report to the "Society for Propagating 
the GrOHpel among the Indiaus aud Others in 
North America " I make a few extracts. He 
says : " The kind of Intsiness which the people 
pursue, and by which they subsist, affects unfavor- 
ably their habits, physioal, social, and religious. 
Family disciphne is ne^eoted, domestic arnm^' 
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ments very imperfect, much time, apfurently 
wasted, is spent in watching for favorable indica- 
tiouB to pursue thoir calling. .... A bad moral 
influence is excited by a portion of the transient 
■visitors to the Shoals during the summer months." 
This is very true. He speaks of the people's ap- 
preciation of the efforts made in their behalf; and 
Bays that they raised subscriptions among them- 
Belves for lighting the parsonage, and for fuel for 
the singing-school (which, by the way, was a most 
exceUent institution ), and mentions their surprising 
him by putting into the back kitchen of the par- 
sonage a barrel of fine flour, a bucket of sugar, a 
leg of bacon, etc. " Their deep poverty abounded 
unto the riches of their liberality," he says ; and 
this little act shows that they were far from being 
indifferent or ungrateful. They wore really at- 
tached to Mr. Mason, and it is a pity he could not 
have remained with them. 

Withui the last few years they have been trying 
bravely to help themselves, and they persevere 
with their annual fair to obtain money to pay the 
teacher who saves their little children from utter 
ind many of them show a growing 
ambition in fitting up their houses and making 
their families more comfortable. Of late, the fires 
before referred to, kindled in drunken madness by 
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the islanders tbemselves, or by the reckless few 
who havu joined tlie settlemeot, have swept away 
nearly all the old houses, which have been re- 
placed by smart new buildings, painted white, 
with green blinda, and with modern improvements, 
BO thtit yearly the village grows leas picturesque, — 
which is a charm one can afibrd to lose, when the 
external Bmartnees is indicative of better living 
among the people. Twenty years ago Stiir Island 
Cove was charming, with its t<mibte-down fish- 
houses, and ancient cottages with low, shelving 
roofs, and porches covered with tho golden liohen 
that BO loves to embroider old weather-worn wood. 
Now there is not a vestige of those dilapidated 
buildings to be Been ; almost everything is white 
and square and new ; and they have even cleaned 
out the cove, and removed tho great accumulation 
of (ish-bou>!B which made the beach ho curious. 

The old town records are quaint and interest- 
ing, and tho spelling and modes of cxpreeaion so 
peculiar that 1 have copied a few. Mr. John 
Muchamore was the moderator of a meeting called 
" Maroh ye 7th day, 1 748. By a Logall town 
meeting of ye Free holders and Inhabitence of 
gospurt, dewly quallefide to vote for Tiding men 
Collers of (ish, Corders of wood. Addition to ye 
minister's gallery Mr John Tucke, 100 Iba old 
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In 1755, it was " Agred in town meatiiig that 
if any person shall spelth [split] any fieli above hie 
water marck. and leave tLsir heads aiid aon bones 
[sound-bones] their, shall pay ten Ihs new tenor to 
the town, and any that is above now their, they 
that have them their, shall have them below hie 
■warter in ibrtinets time or pay the same." in 
another place " it is agreed at ton meating evfy 
person that is are kow [has a cow] shall carry 
them of at 15 day of may, keep them their til 
the 15 day of October or pay 20 ahillinga lawful 
money." And " if any person that have any hogs, 
If they do any damg, horn [whom] they do the 
damg to shall keep the hog for sattisfaxeon." 

The cows seem to have given a great deal of 
trouble. Here ia one more extract on the sub- 
jeet : — 

" This ia a Loagel vot by the ton meeting, that 
if any preason or presaons shall leave their Cowks 
out after the fifteenth day of May and they do 
any Dameg, they shall he taken up and the owner 
of the kow shall pay teen shillings old tenor to 
the kow constabel and one half he shall have and 
the other shall give to the pour of the place. 
"Me Dainel KAtfDEL 

" Kom Contlabtl." 

"On March ll"^ 1762. A genarel free Toot 



past amotigBt tbe jnhalieiitB thnt every fall of the 
year when Mr liev"* Joliti Tucko hiis his wood to 
Carry home evary uien will not com that is abel 
to com Hhall piij forty shillings ould tenor." 

But the most delightfully preposterous entry is 
thia ; — 

" March 12"" 1760. A gcnnrel free voot post 
amongst the inhabents to cua [cause] tow men to 
go to the Rev* Mr John TuiJte to hear wether he 
vm willing to take one Qucntal of fish each man, 
or to take the price of Quental in ould tenor 
which he answered thia that he tbought it waa 
oaser to pay the fish than the money which he 
consented to taik the fish for the year insuiDg." 

"On March ye 25 1771. "then their was a 
mealing called and it was gumed iiutil tbe 23"" 
day of apirel. 

"Mr Dbekbn WiLLAM Mcohmore 

" ModeriUor." 

Among the "ofibrBers" of " Gospored " were, 
hesides " Moderator " and " Town Clarke," " See- 
lekt nieen," " Counstaiihle," " Tidon meen" (Tith- 
ing-men), " Couleara of fish," — "Coulear" mean- 
ing, I suppose, culler, or person appointed to 
select fiah, — and " Sealers of Whood," oftener 
expressed corders of wood. 
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In 1845 we read that Asa Caswell waa choBen 
highway "fiovair." 

Very ancieat tmditioD says that the method of 
courtehip at the leles of Shoals was after this 
faahion : If a youth fell in love with a maid, he 
lay ill wait till ahe passed by, and then pelted 
hor with Btonea, after the toanuer of our friends 
of Marblehead j so that if a fair Shoaler found her- 
self the centre of a volley of missiles, she might 
be sure that an ardent admirer waa espreeaing 
himself with decision certainly, if not with taot ! 
If she turned, and exhibited any curiosity as to the 
point of the compass whence the Iwmhardment 
proceeded, her doubts were dispelled by another 
shower ; but if she went on hor way "m maiden 
meditatioD, then was her swain in despair, and life, 
as is usual in such cases, became a burden to him. 

Within my remembrance an occasional cab- 
bage-party made an agreeable variety in the life 
of the villagers. 1 never saw one, but have heard 
them described. Instead of regaling the guests 
with wine and ices, pork and cabbage were the 
principal refreshmeuts offered them ; and if the 
cabbage came out of the garden of a neighbor, 
the spice of wickedness lent zest to the entertain- 
ment, — stolen fruit being always the sweetest. 

It would seem strange that, while they live in 
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ao healthy a place, where the atmosphere ia abso- 
lutely perfect in ita purity, they ahould have suf- 
fered 80 much from ill health, and that so many 
should hftvo died of consumption, — the very dis- 
ease for the cure of which physiuiana send invalids 
hither. The reasons are soon told. The Grat 
and moat important ia thia : that, as nearly as they 
could, they have in past years hermetically sealed 
their houaea, ao that the air of heaven ahould not 
penetrate within. An open window, especially at 
night, they would have looked upon as madnesa, — 
a temptation of Providence ; and during the winter 
they have deliberately poisoned thomselveB with 
every hreath, like two thirda of the rest of the 
world. I have seen a littlo room coutaiuiny; a 
whole family, fiahiug-boota and all, bed, furniture, 
cooking-stove in full bla,Ht, and an oil lamp with a 
wick so higb that the deadly smoke roae steadily, 
filling the air with what Browning might call 
" filthiest gloom," and mingling with the incense 
of ancient tobacco-pipca smoked by both Rexea 
(for nearly all the old women nsod to smoke) ; 
every crack and cranny was stopped ; and if, by 
any chance, the door opened for an instant, out 
rushed a fume in comparison with which the gusts 
from the lake of Tartarus might be imagined 
Hweet. Shut in that deadly air, a part of the 
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fiuuily slept, sometimes all. Wliat wonder that 
tlieir L-bestB were boUuw, tlieir fui:es haggard, uid 
that a[Mtliy settled upon them 1 Thcu tbeii* food 
was hardly selected with referenue to health, aal- 
eratus and pork forming two of the principal in- 
gredients in their daily fare. Within a few years 
past they have proliably improved in these re- 
speuts. Fifteen years ago I was passing a window 
one morning, at which a httle child two years old 
was sitting, tied into a high chair before a table 
drawn close to the window, eating his breakfast 
alone in his glory. In his stout little fist he 
grasped a large iron spoon, and fed himself from 
B plate of beans swimtning in fat, and with the 
pork cut up in squares for his better convenience. 
By the Hide of the plate stood a tin mug of bitter- 
strong black coffee sweetened with molasses. I 
spoke to Lis mother within; "Ar'n^t you afraid 
such strong coffee will kill your baby 1" " no," 
efae answered, and held it to his lips. " There, 
drink that," she said, " that 11 make you hold 
your head up ! " The poor child died before he 
grew to be a man, and all the fomily have fallen 
victims to consumption. 

Very few of the old people are left at the pres- 
ent time, and the village is very like other fishing- 
villages along the coast. Most of the peculiar 
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I characteriBticB of the raco nre lost in the preseut 
generation of young women, wlio are addicted to 
the iiae of hoops and water-falls, tind young men, 

I who condescend to spoil their good looks by dyeing 
tlieir handsome blond beards with the fashionable 
mixture whioh iuevituhly produces a. lustre like 
Btove-blacking. But there are sensible fdlowa 
among them, fine specimens of the hardy New 
England fiaherninu. Sax on -bearded, broHd-shoul- 

I dered, deep-chested, ond bronzed with shade on 
ehade of ruddy brown. The neutral blues and 
grays of the salt-water moke perfect backgrounds 
for the pictures these men are continuaUy showing 
one in their life about the boats. Nothing con be 
more satisfactory than the blendings and contrasts 
of color and the picturesque effect of the general 
aspect of the natives in their element. The eye 
is often struck with the richness of the color 
of some rough hand, glowing with mingled red, 
brown, and orange, against the gray-blue water, 
as it grasps an oar, perhaps, or pulls iu a rope. It 
is strange tliat the sun and wind, which give such 
fine tints to the complexions of the lords of crea- 
tiou, should leave auch hideous traces on the fai-^a 
imen. When they are exposed to the same 
salt wind and clear sunshine they take the hue 
of dried fish, and become objeots for men and 
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[els to weep over. To see a bona Jide Shoaler 
" sail B boat " (when the craft is a. real boat and 
no tub) IB an experience. The vessel obeys his 
liand at the ruHder as a trained horse a touch on 
the rein, and seems to bow at the flash of his 
eye, turning on her lieel and running up into the 
winfl, " luffing " to lean again on the other tauk, — 
obedient, graceful, perfectly beautiful, yielding to 
liroeze and to billow, yet swayed throughout by a 
stronger and more imperative law. The men be- 
come strongly attached to their boats, which seem 
to hare a sort of human interest for them, — and 
no wonder. They lead a life of the greatest hard- 
ship and exposure, during the winter especially, 
setting their trawls fifteen or twenty miles to the 
eastward of the iaianda, drawing them nest day if 
the stormy winds and waves will permit, and tak- 
ing the fish to Portsmoiith to sell. It is desper- 
ately hard work, trawling at this season, with the 
bitter wind blowing in their teeth, and the flying 
spray freezing upon everything it touches, — 
boats, masts, soils, decks, clothes completely cased 
in ice, and flab frozen solid as soon as taken from 
the water. The inborn politeneaa of these fisher- 
men to stranger- worn en is something delightful to 
witness. I remember once landing in Portsmouth, 
and being obliged to cross three or four schooners 
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I just iu {with their freight of frozen flah lyiug 
I opeD-inoutbcd Id a Bolid maas on deck) to rench 
the wharf. No courtly gentlemen could have dis- 
played more beautiful behnvior thau did these 
rough fellowB, all pressing forward, with real grace, 
— because the feeling which prompted them waa n 
true and luftj feeling, — to help me over the tangle 
f ropes and sails and anchors to a safe footing ou 
bore. There is a ledge forty-five miles east of 
|-:Uie islands, called Jeffrey's Ledge, where the 
I Shoalers go for spring fishing. During a north- 
I east storm in May, part of the little fleet cnme 
K reeling in before the gale; and, not daring to 
I trust themselves to heat up into the hariwr (a 
[poor shelter at best), round the rocky reefs and 
■ ledges, the fishermen anchored under the lee of 
K Appledore, and there rode out the storm. They 
iu continual jwril ; for, had their cables 
Biihafud apart with ihc shock and strain of the bil- 
imong which they plunged, or had their 
1 anchors dragged (which might have l>eBn expected, 
^ the bottom of the aea between the islands and 
the mainland being composed of mud, wliile all 
outside is rough and rocky), they would hiiva iu- 
. evitably been driven to their destruction on tiie 
k-fipposite coast. It was not pleasant to watch 
»a the early twilight shut down over the 
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vast, weltering deHolation of the sea, to nee tbe 
Blender tnasta waviug helplessly from one side to 
another, — Fuimetimes almost hurizoutal, Eia the 
hulla turned heavily thia way and that, and the 
long breakers rolled in endless succesaion against 
tbem. They saw the lights in our windows a half- 
mile away ; and we, in the wann, bright, quiet room, 
sitting by a lire that danced and sbone, fed with 
bits of wreck such as tbey might scatter on Itya 
Beach before morning, could hardly thluk of any- 
thing else than the misery of those poor felloira, 
wet, cold, hungry, eleeplosa, full of ansiety till 
the morning should break and the wind should 
lull. No boat could reauh them through the ter- 
rible commotion of waves. But they rode through 
the night in safety, and the morning brought re- 
lief! One brave little schooner " toughed it out" 
on the distant ledge, and her captain told me that 
Tio one could stand on board of her ; the pressure 
of the wind down on her decks was so great that 
she shuddered from stem to stem, and he feared 
she would shake to pieuea, for she was old and not 
very seaworthy. Some of the men had wives and 
children watching them from lighted windows at, 
Star. What a fearful night for them ! They could 
not tell from hour to hour, through the thick 
darkness, if yet the cables held ; they r-ould not 
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8ee till dayhreak whether the sea had swallowed 

up their treasures. I wonder the wives wero not 

white-haired when the aun roao, and showed them 

those little speaks yot rolliog in the breakers ! 

The women are escesaively fimid alwut tho water, 

more so than landswomen. Having the terror and 

might of the ocean coiitiniijilly entirding them, 

they become more impressed with it and distrust 

it, knowing it so well. Very few accidents happen, 

however : the iaianders are a cautions people. Years 

I ago, when the white sails of their little fleet of 

L whale-boats used to Butter out of the sheltered 

I bight nnd stand out to the tishing-gi'ounds in the 

\ hay, how many eyes followed them in the early 

' light, !tod watctied them in the distanue through 

the day, till, toward sunset, they spread their wings 

to fly lack with the evening wind ! How pathetic 

tho gathering of women on the headlands, when 

unt of the sky swept the Fiquall that sent the 

small boats sta^pring before it, and blinded tha 

' eyes, already drowned in tears, with sudden rain 

I that hid aky and sea and boats from their eager 

t gaze 1 What wringing of hands, what despairing 

cries, which the wild wind bore away while it 

oa.iighi and fluttered the homely draperies and 

unfastened the locks of maid and mother, to blow 

I them ftbout their pale faces and anxious eyes I 
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Now oo longer tlie Utile Beet goes f'Utb ; for the 
greater piii't (if the iaitiiidera have stout tK^hoonerij, 
and go tniwling with profit, if not with pleasure. 
A few solitaries fish in Bmatl dories aad earu a 
slender livelihood thereby. 

The Bca helps these piwr people by bringing 
fuel to their very doors; the waves ooatinually 
deposit driftwood in every fissure of the rocks. 
But sad, anxious lives they have led, especially 
the women, many of whom have grown old before 
their time with hard work and hitter care^with 
hewing of wood and drawing of water, turning of 
fiah on the flakes to dry in the sun, endless house- 
hold work, and the cares of maternity, while their 
lords lounged about the roekx in their scarlet 
shirts in the sua, or " held np the walls of the 
meeting-house," as one expressed it, with their 
brawny Bbouldera. I never saw such wrecks of 
humanity as some of the old women of Star 
Island, who have long since gone to their rest. In 
my childhood I caught glimpses of them occa- 
sionally, their lean brown shapes crouching over 
the fire, with black pipes in their sunken mouths, 
and hollow eyes, " of no uso now but to gather 
brine," and rough, gray, straggling locks : despoiled 
and hopeless visions, it seemed as if youth and joy 
could never have been tlieira. 
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A WOMAN OF STAE ISLAND. 
leucB or Sboai^ 1S44. 

Over the embers aho Bits, 
aoao at the edga of the graTB, 

With her hollow eyes iika pita, 
And her moQlh like a sunken c»v*. 

Hor ahort black pipe helfl tight 

Hor withered lips between. 
She rocks in the Siokeriug light 

Her figure bent nod leivn- 



Deep wrong linva the hitler yean 
Wrought licr, both liody ajid aooL 

Life haa been -leaaoned wilh tears; 
But saw not God [be whalo? 

wreck in woman'a shnpe ! 

Ware jou fivor graciona api awoetT 
Did youth'e eachanlraeut drape 

This horror, from hand to feol 1 

Have dawy eyes looked out 
From lliusoboliow pita forlorn? 

Played smiles the mouth ftbont 
Of iby, stiU rupture bora ? 
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Yea, once. But long ago 

Hm avil grouiid Bway 
All benutj. The salt winds blow 

On DO eorrler light lo-dsy. 

Trodden nttarlj ont 

Is dYBcy Gpurk or liope. 
There Is only left hor, n doubt, 

A gesture, httlf-cODsclona, a grope 

Iq (hfl awfnl durk for a Touch 

That DBver yet fniled a sonl. 
I> not God tender to snch? 

Bath he not seen tlie whole? 

The local pronuuciatioo of the Shoalers is very 
peculiar, and a shrewd seose of humor is one oi' 
their leading churacteri sties. Could De Quiiicej 
have lived among them, I think he might havo 
been tempted to write an essay on Ewearing as a 
fine art, for it has reaehed a pitch hardly short of 
Bublimity in this favored spot. They seemed to 
have a genius for it, and some of them really 
devoted their best powers to its cultivation. The 
language was taxed to furnish them with prodigious 
forms of speech wherewith to express the slightest 
emotion of pain, anger, or amusement ; and though 
the blood of the listener was sometimes chilled in 
his veins, overhearing their Tinhesitating profanity, 
the prevailing sentiment was likely to be one of 
ainazemei>t mingled with intense amusement, — 
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tbe whole tiling; woa bo grotesque and monatrouB, 
and their choice of words so comical, and gener- 
ally so very much to the point. 

The real Shoak phraseology exlBting in past 
years was something not to tie described ; it is 
impossible by any process known to science to 
convey an idea of the iutomttious of their speech, 
quite different from Yankee drawl or sailor-talk, 
and perfectly noiqiie in itself. Why they should 
have called a swallow a " swallick " aud a sparrow 
B. "aparriek" I never could understand; or what 
they mean by calling a great gale or tempest a 
" Tan toaster." Anything that ends in y or e they 
still pronoimce ay with great breadth ; for instance, 
" Benny " ia Benuaye ; " Billy " Billay, and ao on. 
A man by the name of Beebe, the modem " mis- 
sionary," was always spoken of as Beebay, when 
he was not called by a less resjwctful title. Their 
sense of fun showed itself in the nicknames with 
which they designated any person posseBsing the 
slightest peculiarity. For instance, twenty years 
ago a minister of the Methodist persuasion came 
to live among them ; his wife was uureiiBouably 
tttU and thin. With the utmost promptitude and 
decision the irreverent christened her " Legs," and 
never spoke of her by any other name. " Laiga 
has gone to Portsmonth," or " Laigs has got a 
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new gown," etc. A Bpiuster of veiy dark com- 
pletion was called " Seip," an abbreviation of 
Scipio, a name supposed to appertain particularly 
to the colored race. Another was called " Squint," 
because of h defect iu tbe power of vision ; and 
not only were they spoken of by these names, 
bnt called so to their fares habitually. One man 
earned for himself the title of " Brag," so that 
no one ever thought of calling him hy his real 
name ; his wife was Mrs. Brag ; and constant use 
so robbed these names of their ofTensiveness that 
the bearers not only Leiird them with equanimity, 
but would hardly have known themselves by their 
true ones, /A most worthy Norwegian took up his 
abode for a brief space among them a few years 
ago. His name was Ingebertsen. Now, to esipect 
any Shoaler wonld trouble himself to utter such 
a name as tliat was beyond all reason. At once 
they called him "Carpenter," apropos of nothing 
at all, for he never had been a cai-penter. But 
the name was the first that occurred to them, aud 
sufficiently easy of utterance. It was "Carpen- 
ter," and "Mia' Carpeuter," and "them Carpenter 
children," and the name still clings to fine old 
Ingebertsen and hia family, / Grandparents are 
addressed as Grans and Gwammaye, Grans being 
ui abbreviation of grandaire. " Tell yer grana 
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his dinner's ready," ralla some woman from a cot- 
tage door. Ono old man, too lazy ulmost to live, 
was called " Hing " ; one of two brothers " Bunker," 
the other " Shothead " ; an ancient scold wag called 
"Zeke," another "Sir Polly," and ao on indefi- 
nitely. In pleasant weather Hometimea the younger 
women would piuldle from one island to another 
"making calls." If any old "Grans" perceived 
them, loafing at hia door in the sun, "It's going 
to storm ! the women begin to fiit ! " be would 
cry, as if they were a flock of coots. A woman, 
describing how slightly her house was put together, 
eaid, " Lor', 't wan't never built, 't was only hove ti>- 
gether." " I don' know whe'r or no it's best or no 
to go fishin' whiles momin'," says some rough fel- 
low, meditating upon tho state of winds and waters. 
Of his boat another says with pride, "iS'Ae's a 
pretty piece of wood ! " and another, " She strikes 
a sea and comes down like a pillow," describing 
her smooth sailing. Some one, relating the way 
the civil authorities used to take political matters 
into their own hands, said that " if a man did n't 
vote as they wanted him to, they took him and 
hove him up agin the meetin' us," by way of bring 
ing him to hia aeases. Two boys in bitter conten- 
tion have been heard colling each other " nosty- 
faued chowderheads," as if the force of longua^ 
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coiUd no furtber go. " 1 'm dryer than a graven 
image," a man says when he ia tbiratj. Biit it is 
impossible to give an idea of their common speech 
leaving out the profanity which makes it bo start- 
ling. 

Some comical stories are told of the behavior of 
officers of the law in certain emcigenciea. On 
one occasion two men attacked each other in thti 
oove which served as the Plaza, the grand square 
of the village, the general lounging-place, A 
comrade in a state of escitement ran to inform the 
one policamiin, who straightway repaired to the 
scene of battle. There were the combatants raging 
like wild beasts, while the whole commnnity looked 
on aghast. AV'hat was to be done J Evidently 
something, and at once. The policeman looked 
about him, considering. As for interfering with 
that fearful twain, it was out of the question. 
His eye fell upon a poor old man who leaned 
against a fish-houae enjoying the scene. A happy 
thought struck him ! He dashed dowu upon the 
ancient and unoffending spectator, and hurled him 
to the ground with such force that he broke his 
collar-bone. Then, I suppose, he retired, serene 
in the proud consciouanees of having done bia 
duty, and of having been fully equal to the occa- 
sion. 
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Two of tiie chief magistrates of the place bad 
1 deadly feud, entirely personal, which had smoul- 
dered between them for years. One day the 
stronger of the two quietly " nrreatcd " the weaker, 
tied him hand and foot with ropea, "hove "him 
into Ilia whale-boat, and sailed off with him in tri- 
umph to tlie land. Arrived at the city of Ports- 
mouth, he conducted him to jail, delivered him 
over to tlie jailer with much aatisfactioii, crying, 
"There! There he is! Take him and lock him 
up! He's a poor pria'ner. Don't you give him 
nothin' t' eat ! " and returned rejoicing to the bosom 
of hia faraUy. It being Thankagiviug Day, the 
jailer ia said to have taken the prisoner at once 
into his house, and, instead of locking him up, 
gave him, according to hia own account, "one of 
the best Thanksgiving dinnei-s he ever ate." 

Nearly all the Shoalers have a singular gait, 
contracted from the effort to keep their equilibri- 
um while atauding in boats, and from the unavoid- 
able gymnastics which any attempt at locomotion 
among the rocks renders necessary. Some atiff- 
jointed old men have been known to leap wildly 
from broad stone to stone on the smooth, flat 
pavements of Portsmouth town, finding it out of 
the question to walk evenly and deooroualy along 
the straight and easy way. This is no &ble. 
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Such is the force of habit. Most of the men 
more or Iobs round -shouldered, anil ueldom 
upright, with head erect Rnd shoulders throwu 
bock. They stoop so much over the fiati-tablea 
cleaning, Bplittiug, snltiiig, packing — that they 
acquire a permaneat hahit of stooping. 

Twenty years ago, an old man by the name 
Peter was alive on Star Island. He was Baid to 
be a hundred years old j and anything more grisly, 
in the ahajie of humanity, it has never been 
lot to behold ; Bo lean und brown and anci 
he might have been Methuselah, for no one knew 
how long he had lived on this rolling planet. 
Years before he died he used to paddle across to 
our lighthouse, in placid summer days, and, h< 
ning him with a child's curiosity, I wondered 
how he kept alive. A few white hairs clung to 
his yellow crown, and his pale eyes, " where the 
very blue had turned to white," looked vacantly 
and wearily out, as if trying faintly to see the e' 
of the things of this world. Somebody, probably 
old Nabbaye, in whose cottage he lived, always 
scoured him with soft soap before he started on 
his voyage, and in consequence a most preter- 
natural shine overspread his blank forehead. His 
under jaw had a disagreeably suggestive habit of 
dropping, he was so feeble and so old, poor wretch 1 
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Yet would he brigliten witli a fiiint attempt at a 
smile wiiQti breajj aud meat were put into tiia 
hands, and say, over and over again, "Ytj're a 
Christian, ma'aoi ; thauk ye, ma'am, thank ye," 
thrust all that waa given him, no matter what, be- 
tween his one iipper garment — a checked shirt — 
and hts bare skin, aud then, by way of eipressiug 
bis gratitude, would strike up a dolorous quaver 
of— 

" Over the wsUr Bud oygr ttie kd 



in a voice as querulous as a Scotch bagpipe. 

Old Nabbayo, and Bennaye, her husband, with 
whom Peter lived, were a queer old couple. Nab- 
baye had a stubbly and unequal growth of sparse 
gray hair upon her chin, which gave her a moat 
grim and terriblo aspect, as I remember her, with 
the grizzled locks standing out about her head like 
one of the Furies, Yet she was a good enough 
old woman, kind to Peter and Bennaye, and kept 
her bit of a cottage tidy as might be. 1 well re- 
member the grit of the shining sand on her scoured 
fioor beneath my chihliah footsteps. The family 
climbed at night by a ladder up into a loft, which 
their little flock of fowls shared with them, to 
deep. Going by the house one evening, some one 
heard Nabbaye call aloud to Bennaye up aloft, 
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"Como, Bennaye, fetch me down them heeue' 
aigs ! " To whicli Bemiaye mode answer, " I can't 
fiad no aigs ! 1 've looked een the bed and cen un- 
der the bed, and 1 can't find no aigs ! " 

Till Bennaye grew very feeble, every summer 
night he paddled abroad in his dory to fish fur 
hake, and lonely be looked, toasing among the 
waves, when our boat bore down and passed him 
with a hail which he faintly returned, aa we 
plunged lightly through the track of the moon- 
light, young and happy, I'ejoicing in the beauty of 
the night, while poor Beunaje only counted hia 
gains in the grialy hake he caught, nor considered 
the rubies the lighthouse scattered on the waves, 
or how the moon sprinkled down silver before him. 
} did not mind the touch of the balmy wind 
that blew across his weather-beaten face with the 
e sweet gi'eeting that bo gladdened ua, but 
;d and fished, watching his lino through the 
short summer night, and, when a blush of dawn 
stole up in the east among the stars, wound up his 
tackle, took his oars, and paddled home to Nab- 
baye with hia booty, — liia " fare of fish " as the 
natives have it. Hake-fiabing after this pictur- 
le and tedious fashion is done away with now ; 
the islands are girdled with trawls, which catch 
more fish in one night than could be obtained in a 
\ week's bard labor b 
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When the dust of Bennftje and NabbiiyB was 
mingled in the thin earth that suarce ciui cover 
the multitude of the dead on Star Island, a 
youthful couple, in whom 1 took great interest, 
occupied their little house. The woman was re- 
markably handaome, with a beautiful head aud 
mosses of rich black hair, a fece regular aa the 
face of a Greek statue, with eyes that sparkled 
and cheeks that glowed, — a beauty she soon ex- 
changed for haggard and hollow looks. Aa their 
children were bom they asked my advice on the 
christening of each, and, being youthful and ro- 
mantic, I suggested Frederick as a sounding title 
for the first-born boy. Taylor being the reigning 
President, his name was instantly added, and the 
child was always addressed by his whole name. 
Going by the houso one day, my ears were assailed 
by a sharp outcry : " Frederick Taylor, if you 
don't come into the houso this minute, 1 '11 alat 
your head off!" The tender mother borrowed 
her expresaion from the lishermeu, who disengage 
mackerel and other delieate-giUed fish by "slat- 
ting" them off the hook. 

All this family have gone, and the house in 
which they lired has fallen to ruin ; only the cel- 
,ar remains, jnat such a rude holliw us those scat- 
tered over Apple dore. 
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' The peoplo along tlie coast mt.her look down 
upon the Shoalere aa being beyond the bounds oE 
civil izittion. A young islander was expresaing hia 
opinion on Bome matter to a native of Rye, who 
nnswercd him with grent suom ; " You don't know 
iiotliin' about it i What do you knowl i'oH never 
Bce an apple-tree all blowed out." A Shoaler, 
WHlking with some friends along a road in Uye, 
excited inestinguishable laughter by clutching his 
companion's sleeve as a toad bopped innocently 
across the wiiy, and crying : " Mr. Berraye, what 
kind of a bug do you call that t D — d if I ever 
see such a bug as that, Mr. Berraye ! " in a comi- 
cal terror. There are neither frogs nor toads at 
the Shoala. "Set right down and help your- 
selves," said an old fellow Ht whose door some 
guests from the Shoals appeared at dinner-time. 
"Eat all you can. I ain't got no manners; the 
girl's got the manners, and she ain't to hum." 

One old Shoaler, long since gone to another 
world, was a laughable and curious character. 
A man more wonderfully fulfilling the word 
" homely " in the Yankee sense, 1 never saw. He 
had the largest, moat misshapen cheek-bones ever 
constructed, an illimitable iippor lip, teeth that 
should not be mentioned, and small, watery eyes. 
Skin and hair and eyes and mouth were of the 
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Bame pasty yellow, and that gruteEque head wae 
set on a little, thin, aud shnmbliug budy. He used 
to be head singer at tho church, and " pitched the 
tune " by whiatling when the parson had read the 
hymn. Then ail who coudd joined in the ainging, 
which must have beoti remarkable, to say the least. 
So great a power of brag is seldom found in ouo 
human being as that which permeated him from 
top to toe, and found vent in stories of personal 
prowess and bravery luiexampled in history. He 
used to tell a story of his enoomiter with thirteen 
" Spanish graodeera " iu New Orleans, he having 
been a sailor a great part of his life. He was in- 
nocently peering into a theatre, when the " gran- 
deera " fell upon him out of the eicecding pride of 
their hearts. " Wall, sir, I turned, and 1 laid als 
o' them grandeora to the right and seven to tlie 
left, and then I put her for tho old brig, and I 



He considered himaelf unequalled as a musi- 
cian, and would sing yon ballad after ballad, sit- 
ting bent forward with his arms on hia knees, 
and his wrinkled eyelids screwed tight together, 
grinding out the tune with a quiet ateadinesa of 
purpose that seemed to betoken no end to hia ca- 
pacities. Balluda of love aud of war he sang, — 
the exploits of "' Brave Wolf," or, as he pronounced 
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it, " Brabn Wolf," and oae famous Bong of a 
naval battle, of which only two lines remain in 
my memoiy : — 

" With sixteen brasB mtioteetis the Lion dtd frrowi. 
With nineteen bnai [wenties the Tiger did howl." 

At the close of each verse he invariably dropped 
bis voice, and said, instead of sung, the last word, 
which had a most abnipt and Burprising eS'ect, to 
which a listener never could become auciietomed. 
The immortal ballad of Lord Bateman he had re- 
modelled with beautiful variationa of hia own. 
The name of the coy maiden, the Tm'k's only 
daughter, Sophia, was Susan Fryan, according to 
his version, and Lord Bateman was metumorphoFied 
into Lord Bakiim. When Susan Fryan crosses 
the sea to Lord Bakum's castle and knocks so loud 
that the gates do ring, he makes the bold yonng 
porter, who was so ready for to let her in, go to 
bis master, who sits feasting with a new bride, and 
say : — 

" Seven lonj; years have I tended your gate, sir, 
Seven long years out of tweaty-three. 

Never before with my eyes did eee. 

"0, she has rings on every finger. 

And round her middle if sho' s one she has three ; 
0, 1 'm sure she's got more good goid about her 
Than would buy yoor bride and her compauiel " 
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The enjoyment with which he gave this song waa 
delightful to witness. Of the many he used to 
fling, one was a doleful atory of how a youth of 
high degree fell in love with hia mother's fair 
waiting-woman, Betsy, who was in consequence 
immediately transported to foreign lands. But 
,s for her lovor ! — 



Fur BcMy wiis u-plonghing the raging mtiin 1 " 

The word " main " waa brought out with startling 
effect. Another song about a miller and hia Bons 
I only half remember ; — 

" The millsr he called hia oldest »□□, 
Saving, ' Now my gliws It is almost mn, 
late, 
;n to taka 1 ' 

replied! ' My muiiB Is Jack, 
of a bUBhal J '11 Inka a peck.' 
, you fool ! ' the old man cried, 
led the next to hiK bodBide. 
Dndsuld: 'My namo is Ralph, 
: of a bnshel I 'U take a half.' 
' Go, go, you fool ! ■ tiie old man cried, 
called the neiit to his bedaide. 
" Tho yODDgBataaid! " My name is Paul, 
And ont of a bnshel I '11 take it nil t ' 
' Yon are my aon 1 ■ the old man cried. 
And ikol up his ayea and died in peace." 
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The manner in whiuh this last verae was delivered 
was inimitable, the " died in peace " being spoken 
with great aatisfaction. Tlie singer had an ancient 
violin, which he used to hug under his wizened 
chin, and from which lie drew such dismal tones 
08 never before were heard ou sea er land. He 
had no more idea of plitjiug than one of the cod- 
fish he daily split and salted, yet he christened 
with pride all ttie shrioks and nails be drew out 
of the wretched instminent with various high- 
sounding titles. After he had enteitained his au- 
dience for a while with these nimleGS sounds, he 
was wont to say, " Wall, now I '11 give yer Prince 
E^erhazy's March," and forthwith began again 
precisely the same intolerable squeak. 

After he died, other stara in the mnsical world 
appeared in the horizon, but none equalled him. 
They all seemed to think it necessary to shut 
their eyes and squirm like nothing human during 
the process of singing a song, and they ".pitched 
the tune " so high that no human voice ever could 
hope to reach it in safety. " Tew high, Bill, tew 
high," one would say to the singer, with slow 
Bolemnity; so Bill tried again. "Tew high again, 
Bili, tew high." " Wull, yoii strike it, Obed," Bill 
would say in despair ; and Obcd would " strike," 
and hit exactly the same impossible altitude 
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r whereat Bill would slap Lis kuee, and cry in glad 

I Burpriae, " D— d if ho ain't got it ! " and forth- 

I witli catch Ohcd and luuuch on his perilous flight, 

row red iu the fiiee with the miglity eftbrt 

\ of getting up thero, and rcmuluiug tberu through 

I the intricacies aud variatious of the melody. One 

could but wonder whence tliese queer tunes came, 

, — how they were created ; some of them reminded 

le of the creaking aud groaniug of windlasses and 

I masts, the rattling of rowlouks, the whistling of 

I winds among cordage, yet with leaa of music in 

theuithan these natural sounds. The songa of the 

I sailors heaving up the anchor are reaJly beautiful 

1, the wild chant that riaea sometimes into a 

grand chorus, oil the strong voices boroe out on 

' the wind in the cry of 

■' Yo lio, the rooring riverl " 

I But these Shoals performances are laclsiag in any 
I churm, except that of the broadeat fun. 

The process of duuniug, which made the Shoala 
ish so famous a century ago, is almost a lost art, 
. though the chief fisherman at Star still " duns" a 
\ few yearly. A real dunfiah is handsome, cut in 
I transparent strips, the color of brown sherry 
The process is a tedious one : tbe fish are 
\ piled in the storehouse and undergo a period of 
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" BweRt.iiig" after the first drying, then wa carried 
out into aim aiid wind, dried again fllightly, and 
Bgnin piled m the warehouse, and bo on till ths 
process is complete, Drying fiah in the common 
fashion ia more difficult tliau might be imagined : 
it ia necesaarj to wntch and tend them eontinnally 
aa they lie on the picturesque " flaies," and if they 
are exposed at too early a stage to a sun too hot 
they bum as surely as a loaf of bread in an intem- 
perate oven, only the burning does not crisp, but 
liquefies their substance. 

For the last ten years fish have been oanght 
about the Shoala by truwl and seine in such quan- 
tities that they are thinning fast, and the trade 
bids feir to be much less lucrative before many 
years have elapsed. The process of drawing the 
trawl is very picturesque and interesting, watched 
firom the rocks or from the boat itself The buoy 
being drawn in, then follow the baited hooks one 
after another. First, perhaps, a rockling shows hia 
bright head above water; a pidl, and in he cornea 
flapping, with brilliant red fins distended, gaping 
mouth, indigo-colored eyes, and richly mottled 
akin : a few futile somersets, and he subsides into 
slimy dejection. Next, perhaps, a big whelk ia 
tossed into the boat ; then a leaden-gray had- 
dock, with its dark stripe of color on each aide; 



A.VOrfl' THE ISLfS Of SfJOAlS. 



85 



then, perhaps, follow a few bare hooks ; then a 
hake, with horrid, cavomnua mouth ; then a large 
purple star-fish, or a olatteriug crab ; tbeo a ling, 
— a yellow-brown, wide-nionthed piece of uglineBs 
never eateD here, but highly esteemed on the 
coast of Scotland ; theu more cod or haddock, or 
perhaps a lobster, bristling with indignation at the 
novel aituatioa iti which he finds himself; then 
a Ofiak, long, smooth, compaet, and dark ; then a 
catBah. Of all fiends commend me to the catfish 
as the most fiendish ! Black as night, with thick 
and hideous skin, which looks a dull, mouldy 
green beneath the water, a head shaped as much 
like a cat's as a fish's head can be, in which the 
devil's own eyes aeem to glow with a dull, mali- 
cious gleam, — and such a mouth ! What terrible 
expressions these cold creatures carry to and fro 
in the vast, dim spaces of the sea I All fish have 
a more or leas imbecile and wobegone aspect ; but 
thia one looka absolutely evil, and Schiller might 
well say of him that he " grins tlirough the grata 
of hia spiky teeth," and sharp and deadly are they ; 
every man looka out for his Ijoota when a catfish 
comes tumbling in, for they bite through leather, 
flesh, and bouea. They seize a ballaat-atone be- 
tween their jaws, and their teeth snap and fly in 
all directions. I have seen them bits the long 
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blftde of ft sliarp knife bo fiercely, that, whei 
was lifted and held aloft, they kept their fiiriouB 
gripe, and dangled, flapping all their clumsy 
weight, hanging by their teeth to the blade. 
Sculpins abound, and are a nuisanco od 
trawla. Ugly and grotesque a« are the full-grown 
fish, there is nothing among the finny tribe m 
dainty, more quaint and delicate, than the baby 
Bculpiu. Sometimes in a pool of crystal water 
one cornea upon him unawares, — a fairy creature, 
the color of a blush-rose, etriped ai^ Ireaked and 
pied with silver and gleaming green, hanging i: 
the almost inviiiible water as a bird in au-, with 
broad, transparent fins auffiised with a faint pink 
color, Btretehed wide like wings to npbear the 
supple form. The curioua head is only strange, 
not hideous as jet, and one gazes marvelling at 
all the beauty lavished on a thing of so little 

Wolf-fiah, first cousins to the catfish, are found 
also on the trawls; and dog-fish, with pointed 
snouts and sand-paper skins, abound to such i 
extent as to drive away evei'ything else sometimes. 
Sand-dabs, a kind of flounder, fasten their slug- 
gish bodies to the hooks, and a few beautiful red 
fish, called bream, are oecaaionally found ; also o 
few blue-fish and sharks ; frequently halibut, — 



though these latter are generally caught ou trawls 
which are tnadi! especially for them, SometimeB 
is caught on a trawl a mouatrous creature of hor- 
rible aspect, called the nurse-fish, — au immense 
fish weighing twelve hundred pounds, with a 
skin like a uutmeg-gritter, and uo teeth, — a kind 
of sucker, hence its iinme. 1 asked a Shoaler 
what the nurse-fish looked like, and he auawered 
promptly, " Like the DevU ! " One weighing 
twelve hundred pounds has " two barrels of 
liver," as the natives phrase it, which is very 
■valuable for the oil it contains. One of the tish- 
ernieD described a ereatiu-e which they call mud- 
eel, — a foot and a half long, with a mouth like a 
rat, and two teeth. The hite of this water-snake 
is poiaououa, the islaudera aver, and tell a, story 
of a man bitten by one u.t Mount Desert last 
year, " who did not live hnig enough to get to the 
doctor." They bite at the hooks on the trawl, and 
are drawn up in a lump of mud, and the men cut 
the ropes and mangle their lines to get rid of 
them. Huge aunfish are sometimes harpooned, 
1 jiug on the top of the water, ■ — a lump of fiesh 
like cocotiuut meat encased in a skin like rubber 
cloth, with a most dim and abject hint of a face, 
absurdly disproportionate tu the size of the body, 
roughly outlined on the edge, Sword-fiah are 
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also liitrporjned, weighing eight hundrrf pounds 
and upward ; thoy are very delicate food. A 
sword-fish awimming loaves tt wake a mile long 
on a calm day, and bewilders the imagination into 
a belief in sea-serpents. There 'b a legend that a 
torpedo waa caught here onue upon a time; and 
the thrasher, fox-abark, or aea-fox occaaioually 
alarms the fisherman with his tremendous flei- 
ible tail, that reaches "from the gminel to the 
mainmast-top" when the creature comes to the 
surface. Also they tell of skip-jacks that sprang 
on board their boats at night when they were 
hake-fishing, — " little things about as large as 
mice, long and slender, with beaks like birds." 
Sometimes a huge liorse- mackerel flounders in and 
drives ashore on a ledge, fur the gulls to scream 
over for weeks. Mackerel, herring, porgies, and 
shiners used to abound before the seines so thinned 
them. Bonito and blue-fish and dog-fish help 
drive away the more valuable varieties. It 
lovely sight to see a herring-net drawn in, espe- 
cially by moonlight, when every fish haugs like 
long silver drop from the close-sot meshes. Perch 
are found in inexhaustible quantities about the 
rocks, and lump or butter fish are sometirocs 
caught ; pollock are very plentiful, — smooth, 
gi-acefnl, slender creatures I It is fascinating t;d 
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watch tbum turning somerBets in the water close 
to the shore in fiill tides, or following a. boat at 
sunset, aod brctiking tho molten gold of the sen's 
Biirface with Biiver-aiwrkling tin and tail. The 
rudder-fish is aomctimea found, and nlewives and 
menhaden. Whales are more or leas pleutiful m 
summer, " spouting their foam-foontiiina in the 
sea." Beautiful is the sparkling column of water 
rising suddenly afar off and falling noiselessly 
back again. Not lonfc ago a whale twisted hia 
tail in the cable of the schooner Vesper, lying 
to the eastward of the Siioala, and towed the ves- 
sel several miles, at the rate of twenty knots an 
hour, with the water boiling all over her from 
sten) to stem I 

Last winter some of tbe Shoalers were drawing 
a trawl between the Shoals and Boone Island, 
fifteen miles to tho eastward. As tbey drew in 
tho line and relieved each hook of its burden, lo ! 
a horror was lifted half above the surface, — part 
of a human body, which dropped off the hooks 
and was gone, while they shiiddored, and stared at 
each other, aghast at the hideous sight. 

Porpoises are seen at all Bensons. I never saw 
one near enough to gain a knowledge of its ex- 
pression, but it always seemed to me that these 
fish led a more hilarious life than the greater part 
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of their nice, and I think they must carry less 
dejected countenaDcee thau most of the inhab- 
itants of the Bea. They frisk so delightfully on 
the surface, and ponderously plunge over and over 
with such apparent gayety and Batiafaotion 1 I 
renieraher being out one inoonlesa summer night 
beyond the lighthouse island, in a little boat filled 
with gay young people. The seu was like oil, the 
air was thick and warm, no star broke the upper 
darkness, only now aud then the lighthouse threw 
its jewelled track along the witter, and through 
the dense air its long rays stretched above, turn' 
ing solemnly, like the luiuinuus spokes of a gigantio 
wheel, as the lamps slowly revolved. There had 
been much talk and song and laughter, much play- 
ing with the warm waves {or rather smooth undu- 
lations of the sea, for there was n't a breath of 
wind to make a ripple), which broke at a touch 
into pale-green, phosphorescent fire. Beantiful 
arms, made bare to the shiiiililer, thrust down into 
the liquid darkness, shone flaming silver and gold ; 
from the fingei's playing beneath, fire seemed to 
stream; emerald sparks dung to the damp dra- 
peries ; and a splashing oar-blade half revealed 
sweet faces and bright young eyes. Suddenly a 
pause came in talk and song and laughter, and in 
k ^e unaccustomed silence ne seemed to be waiting 
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for aomothiu^. At ouue out of thu durkiieas came 
a Blow, tremeodons Bigb that tnada us ahiver in 
the soft air, an if all the woe and terror of the sea 
were coudenGed in that immeuae and awful breath ; 
(Uid we took our oars and pulled huiuewurd, with 
the weird fires flushiug from our bows and oar- 
bUUes. "Oiilj a porpoise blowing," si\id the in- 
itiated, when we told our tale. It may have been 
" only a porpoise blowing " ; but the leviathan him- 
self could hardly have made a more prodigious 
sound. 



Within the lovely limits of summer it is beauti- 
ful to live almost anywhere ; most beautiful where 
tile oceau meets the land ; and hei-B particularly, 
where all the varj-ing splendor of the sea i 
compasses the place, and the ceaseless chongiug 
of the tides briugs continual refreshment into 
the life of every day. But summur is late and 
slow to come ; niid loug after the mainland baa 
begun to bloom and smile beneath the influence 
of spring, the bitter northwest winds still sweep 
the cold, green water about these rocks, and tear 
its surface into long and glittering waves from 
morning till night, and from night till morning, 
through many weeks. No leaf breaks the frozen 
soil, and no bud swells on the shaggy busbea that 
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olutho the Blopes. But if summer is a laggard in 
her coming, she makcB up for it by the loveli- 
ness of her liugeriug into autituiii ; for when the 
pride of trees and flowers it) despoiled by frost 
on shore, the little gardens here are glowing at 
their brightest, and daj after day of mellow splen- 
dor drops like a benediction from the hand of God. 
In the early mornings in September the mists 
draw away from the deptlia of inland valleys, and 
rise into the lueid western akj', — tall columns and 
towers of cloud, solid, compact, superb ; their 
pure, white, shining heads uplifted into the ether, 
solemn, stately, and still, till some wandering 
breeze disturbs their perfect outline, and tliey melt 
about the heavens in scattered fragments as 1 
day goes on. Then there are mornings when " 
in the blue, unclouded weather" the coast-line 
comes out so distinctly that hoiiaos, trees, bits of 
white beach, are clearly visible, and with a glass, 
moving forma of carriages and cattle are distin- 
guishable nine miles away. In the transparent 
air the peaks of Mounts Madison, Washington, 
and Jefferson are seen distinctly at a distance of 
one hundred miles. In tlie early light even 1 
green color of the trees is perceptihle on the Rye 
shore. All through these quiet days the air is f 
of wandering thistle-down, the inland golden-rod 
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waves its pliunes, ftud close by the water's edge, 
in rocliy clefts, ita seaside sister blossoms in 
gorgeous color ; the rose-haws redden, the iris 
unlooks its shining caslteta, and uasts its closely 
packed seeds about, gray lierries cluster on 
bayberry-buahes, the sweet life-everlnating sends 
out its wonderful, delicious fragraQce, and the pale 
asters spread their flowers in many-tinted sprays. 
Through O^tobar and into November the fair, 
mild weather lasts. At the first breath of Oeto- 
Iter, the hillside at Appledore firea up with the 
living crimson of the hnctleberry-lmshea, as i 
hiazing torch had been applied to it ; the slanting 
light at sunrise and sunset makes a wonderful gloiy 
across it. The sky deepens its blue ; beneath it 
the brilliant sea glows into violet, and flashes into 
splendid purple where the "tide-rip," or eddying 
winds, make long streaks across ita surface (poets 
are not wrong who talk of " purple seas,") the 
air is clear and sparkling, the lovely summer haze 
withdraws, ail things take a crisp and tender 
outline, and the cry of the curlew and the plo'^ 
is doubly sweet through the pure, cool air. Th 
sunsets b\in:i in clear and tranquil skies, or flame 
in piled magnificence of clouds. Some night i 
long bar lies, like a amouidering brand, along the 
horizon, deep carmine whore the sun Las touched 
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it ; and out of that har breaks a sudden gnle before 
morning, and a fine fury and tumult begins to rage. 
Then cornea the fitfid weather, — wild winds and 
hurrying waves, low, aciiddiiig clouds, tremondous 
miua that shut out everything ; and the rocks lie 
weltering between the sea aud sky, with the brief 
fire of the leaves quenched and swept away on the 
hillside, — only rushing wind and streaming water 
everywhere, as if a second deluge were flooding tbs 

After Btich a rain comes a gale from the south- 
east to sweep the sky clear, — a gale so furious 
that it blows the sails straight out of the bolt- 
ropes, if any vessel is bo unfortunate as to be 
caught in it with a rag of tanviis lUoft ; and the 
coast is strewD with the wrecks of such craft as 
happen to be caught ou the lee shore, for 

"AnGhora doip, tuii topmRsls Inp," 
and nothing can hold against this terrible, blind 
fury. Tt is appalling to listen to the shriek of 
such a wind, even though one is safe upon a rouk 
that cannot move ; and more dreadful is it to see 
the destruction one cannot lift a finger to avert. 

As the air grows colder, onrioua atmospheric 

effects become visible. At the first biting cold the 

distant mainland has the appearance of being taken 

F its feet, as it were, — the line ehrunken and 
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diatorted, detiiuhed from the wator at both ends ; 
it is aa if cue looked under it and saw the sky be- 
yond. Thuii, on bri^'ht moroings with a brisk wind, 
littlo waftB of mist rise between the quick, short 
waves, and melt away before noon. At some peri- 
ods of intense told these mista, which are nover hi 
banks like fog, rise in irregidar, whirling columns 
reaohing to the clouiia, — shadowy phantuma, torn 
and wild, that stalk past like Oasiau's ghosts, sol- 
emnly and noiselessly throughout the bitter day. 
When the sun drops down behind these weird 
procesaions, with a dark-red, lurid light, it is hke a 
vast conflagration, wonderful and terrible to see. 
The columns, that strike and fail athwart the 
island, sweep against the windows with a sound 
like sand, and lie on the ground in ridges, like fii 
sharp hail; yet the heavens are clear, the heavfly 
riilling sea dark-green and wliite, and, lietween the 
breaking crests, the misty columns stream toward 
the sky. 

Sometimes a totally different vapor, like cold, 
black smoke, rolls out from the land, and flows 
over the sea to an uukuown distance, swallowing 
up the islands on its way. Its approach is hideous 
to witness, " It 's all thick o' black vapor," some 
islander announces, coming in &om out of doors ; 
just as they say, " It 'b all thick u' white fbiun," 
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when tlie euddcii Bqunll tears the sea into fringes 
of spray. 

In Deueniber tiie colora ecem to fado out of the 
world, and utter uiigra-ciouauesa previuls. The 
great, cool, whispering, delicious sea, that encir- 
cled lis with 0. thousand caressea tbe beautiful 
summer through, turns slowly our Bullen and in- 
veterate enemy ; leaden it lies beneath a sky like 
tin, and rolls its " white, cold, heavy-plunging 
foam " against a shore of iron. Each island 
wears its rhnlk-wliite girdle of ice between the 
rising and falling tides (edged with black at low- 
water, where the lowest-growiug seaweed is ex- 
posed), making the stem bare rocka alwve more 
forbidding by their contrast with its stark white- 
neas, — and the whiteneas of salt-water ice is 
ghastly. Nothing atira abroad, except perhaps 

With oae waft of wing," 
your view, as you gaze from some spray-in- 
crusted window ; or you behold the weather- 
beaten achooners creeping along the blurred 
coast-line from Cape Elizabeth and the northern 
ports of Maine towards Cape Ann, ladeu with Iiun- 
ber or lime, and Bometimes, rarely, with hay or 
provisions. 

After winter has fairly set in, the lonely dwellers 



t the Isles of Sboula find Ufa quite as much as 
they can manage, being so entirely thruwn upon 
their own reaources that it reqiiiroa all the philos- 
ophy at their disposal to answer the demand. Id 
the village, where seTenil families make a little 
community, there should be various human inter- 
ests outside each separate fireside ; hut of tlieir 
mode of life I linow little. Upon three of the 
islands live isolated families, cut off by the "al- 
ways wind-oteying deep" from each other and 
from the mainland, sometimea for weeks together, 
when the gales are fiercest, with no letters nor 
intercourse with any living thing. Some sullen 
djiy iu December the snow Iwgina to fall, and the 
last touch of desulntion is laid upon the scene ; 
thei'e is nothing any more hut white snow and 
dark water, hemmed in liy a murky horizon; and 
nothing moves or sounds within its circle but the 
aea harshly assailing the shore, and the chill wind 
that sweeps across. Toward night the wind be- 
gins to rise, the snow whirls and drifts, and clings 
wherever it can find a resting-place ; and though 
8o much is blown away, yet there is enongh left to 
smother up the rock and make it almost impos- 
sible to move about on it. The drifts BometimeB 
are very deep in the hollows ; one winter, sixteen 
aheep were buried in a drift, in which they re- 
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niained a week, and, atrnnge to saj, only iiue 
deitd wlipn tiiey were diacovered. One goes to 
sleep in the miiJSed rimr of the atorm, and wakes 
to find it still raging with seDselesB fnrj' ; all day 
it continues ; towards night the cnrtain of falling 
flukes ft-ithdrawB, n faint light shows westward ; 
slowly the clouds roll together, the lift grows bright 
with pale, clear blue over the land, the wind has 
hanled to the northwest, and the storni is at 
end. When the clouds are swept away by thf^ 
beaom of the pitiless northwest, how the stars 
glitter in the frosty sky ! What wondrous stream- 
era of northern lights flare through the winter 
darkness ! I have seen the sky at miduight crim- 
Bon and emerald and omnge and blue in palpitat- 
ing sheefa along the whole northern half of the 
heavens, or rosy to the zeuith, or belted with, a 
bar of solid yellow light from east to west, as if 
the world were a basket, and it the golden handle 
thereto. The weather becomes of the first impor- 
tance to the dwellers on the rock ; the changes of 
the sky and sea, the flitting of the ooasters to and 
fro, the visits of the sea-fowl, sunrise and sunset, 
the changing moon, the northern lights, the < 
stellations that wheel in splendor through the 
winter night, — all are noted with a love and 
carsfiil aomtiny that is seldom given by people 
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living in populous places. One grows accustomed 
to tlie aspect of tlie conateUatious, and thej eoem 
like the fa^es of old friends looltiug down out of 
the awful blackneas; and when in summer the 
great Orion disappears, how it is missed out of 
the sky I I remember the delight with which we 
caught B glimpse of the planet Mercury, in Miirch, 
1868, following close at the heeis of the sinking 
eun, redly shining in the reddened horizon, — a 
stranger mysterious and utterly unknown before. 

For these things make our world : there are no 
lectures, operas, concerts, theatres, no music of 
any kind, except what the waves may whisper in 
rarely gentle moods ; no galieries of wonders like 
the Natural History rooms, in which it is so fes- 
ciniiting to wander ; no streets, shops, carriages, 
BO postman, no neighbors, not a door-bell within 
the compass of the place ! Never was life bo ex- 
empt from interruption a. The eifiiht iir teu small 
scliooaers that carry on winter fishing, flying to 
and fro through foam and squall to set and haul 
in their trawla, at rare intervals bring a mail, — 
an accumulation of letters, magiizines, and news- 
papers that it requires a long time to plod through. 
This is the greatest esciteraent of the long win- 
ters; and no one can truly appreciate the delight 
of letters till he has lived where he can hear from 
his Jriends onlv 
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But the l>eet balanced human mind ia prone to 
lo8« its ekaticity, and stagnate, in thie isolation. 
One lenruB immediately the value of work to keep 
one's wits clear, cbeertul, and steady ; just as much 
real work of the liody as it can bear without wear 
rinesB being always beneficent, but hero indispen- 
sable. And in this matter wuuien have the ad- 
Tantiige of men, who aio condemned to fold their 
baiiiin wbeu their tasks are done. No woman need 
ever have a vacant minute, — there are so many 
pleasant, useful tbinga which she may, and had 
better do. Blessed be the man who invented 
kuittitig ! (I never heard that a woman invented 
this or any other art.) It la the most oharraing 
and pictiu'esfiue of quiet occupations, leaving the 
knitter free to road aloud, or talk, or think, while 
steadily and surely beneath the flying fingers the 
comfortable stocking grows. 

No one i;an dream what a charm there is in 
taking care of pets, ainging-birda, plants, etc., 
with such advantages of solitude ; how every leaf 
and bud and flower is pored over, and admired, 
and loved ! A whole conservatory. Bushed with 
Rzaloaa, and lirilliant with forests of canicllias and 
every precious exotic that blooms, could not im- 
part so much delight as 1 have known a single rose 
to give, unfolding in the bleak bitterness of a day 
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in February, wheu this side of the pknet eeemed 
to have arrived at its culm in at ion of hopeleadieae, 
with the leleB of Shoala tlie most hupelesir fipeok 
upon ita Burfaw. One gets cloae to tlie he^ of 
these things ; they are almost as precious as Via- 
ciula to the prisoner, and yield a fresh aii^ con- 
Btiuit joy, auch aa the ploaaiire-aeekiug iubabitants 
of cities could not find in their whole roiuid of 
shifting diverBionH, With a bright ancT 'Cheerful 
interior, open fires, books, and picturea^ >vindtiws 
full of thrifty blossoming plants and clin;il)itig vines, 
a family of Hiuging-birds, plenty of work, and a 
clear head aud quiet conacience, it wpul.d go hard 
if one could not be happy even iu such loueliness. 
Books, of course, are inestimable. N^here does 
one follow a play of Shakeepeare'a with greater 
zeat, for it brings the whole world, which you need, 
about you; doubly precious the-.(l^ep thoughts 
wise meu have given to help ift -:— jioubly sweet 
the songs of all the poets ; for notlring comes be- 
tween to distract you. 

One realizes how hard it was for Kobinson Cni- 
8oe to keep the record of hia lonely days ; for 
even iu a family of eight or nine the suoceaaion is 
kept with difficulty. I recollect that, alter an 
unusually busy Saturday, when houaeiiold work 
was done, and lessons said, and the family were 
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lookijig forward to Suudny aad merited leisure, &t 
Bunaet came a joung Star-Ia]ander on some errand 
to our- door. One said to hina, " Well, Jud, how 
manj fish have they caught to-day at Star!" 
Jud looked askance and answered, like one who 
ifot wish to be triffed with, "We don't go 
arfieh leg- Sundays I " So we had lost our Sunday, 
thinkijig it weis Saturday; and next day begaa the 
usual iiusmeBs, with uo break of refreahiug rest 
between, . . 

Though the thermometer Baya that here it is 
/ twelve degrees warmer in winter than on them 
land, the difFerouce is hardly perceptible, — 
situation is ho bleak, while the winds of the north 
and west bits like demons, with all the bitter 
breath of the anowy continent condensed in their 
deadly chill. .-Easterly and southerly galea ara 
milder ; we .^ave no east winds such as sadden 
bumanity on ghois ; they are tempered to gentle^ 
nesB by some OiysteriouB means. Sometimes there 
are periods of cold which, though not intense {the 
mercury seldom falling lower than 1 1" above zero), 
are of such long duration that the fish are killed 
in the sea. This happens frequently with perch, 
the dead bodies of which strew the shores and float 
on the water in masses. Sometimes ice forms is 
the mouth of the Piscataqiia River, which, contio- 
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ually broken into unequal blocks by the rushing 
tide and the immeuae preisstire of the outer ocean, 
fills the space between the islands and Ehe shore, 
so that it is very difficult to force a boat through. 
The few schooners moored about the islands be- 
come BO loaded with ice that sometimes they sink ; 
every plunge into the assailing waves adds a fresh 
crust, infinitely thin ; but in twenty-four hours 
enough accumulates to sink the vessel ; and it is 
part of the day's work in the coldest weather to 
beat off the ice, — and hard work it is. Every 
time the bowsprit dips under, the man who sits 
astride it is immersed to his waist in the freezing 
water, as he beats at the bow to free the laboring 
craft. I caouot imagine a harder life than the 
sailors lead in winter in the coasting-vessels that 
stream iu endless processions to and fro along the 
shore ; and they seem to be the hardest set of 
people under the sun, — so rough and reckless that 
they are nut pleasant even at a distance. Some- 
times they land here. A crew of thirteen or four- 
teen came on shore last winter ; they might 
have been the ghosts of the men who manned the 
picaroons that used to swarm in these seas. A 
more piratical-looking set couUl not well be imag- 
ined. They roamed about, and glared in at the 
windowB with weather-beaten, brutal faces, and 
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eyes that sliowed traces of whiakej, ugly and uH' 
mistakable. 

No other Tiaitora break the solitude of Apple- 
dore, except neighbors from Star onco in a while ; 
if way one ia sick, they send, perhaps, for medicine 
or milk ; or they liring some rare fish ; or if any 
one dies, and they cannot reach tbe mainland, 
they come to get a coffin made. I never shall for- 
get one long, dreary, drizzly northeast storm, when 
two men rowed across from Star to Appledore on 
this errand. A little child had died, and they 
could not sail ;o the mainland, and had no means 
to construct a coffin among theraaelvos. All day 
1 watched the making of that little chiysalis ; and 
at night the last uail was driven in, and it lay 
across a bench in the midst of the litter of the 
workshop, and a curious stillness seemed to ema< 
nate from the senseless boards. I went back to 
the house and gathered a handful of scarlet gerar 
uiiun, and returned with it through the rain. 
The brilliant blossoms were ajjrinkled with glitter- 
ing drops. I laid them in tbe little cofhn, while 
the wind wailed so sorrowfully outside, and the 
rain potu-ed against the windows. Two men came 
through the mist and storm, and one swung tbe 
light little shell to his shoidder, and they carried 
it away, and the gathering darkness shut down and 
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hid tliBJi as they tossed among the wavea. I 
never siiw the littlo girl, but wbere they buried 
her I know : the lighthouse shiueii close by, and 
every night the quiet, constant ray steals to her 
gntTQ and softly touches it, as if to say, with a. 
caress, " Sleep well 1 Be thankful joii are spared 
so much that I see hmaaQity endure, fixed here 
forover where I stand 1 " 

It \s exhilarating, spite of the intense cold, to 
wako to the brightnesa the northwest gale always 
brings, after the hopeless smother of a prolonged 
snow-storm. The sea is deep indigo, whitened 
with flashing waves all over the surface ; the sky 
is spcckleas ; no cloud passes across it the whole 
day long ; and the snu acts red and clear, without 
auy abatement of the wind. The spray flying oa 
the western shore for a moment is rosy as the 
sinking sun shines through, hut for a moment 
only, — aud again there is nothing but the ghastly 
whiteness of the salt-wiiter ioe, the cold, gray rock, 
the sullen, foaming brine, the unrelenting heavens, 
and the sharp win{I cutting like a knife. AH night 
hmg it roars beneath the hollow sky, — roars still 
at sunrise. Again the day passes precisely like 
the one gone before ; the sun lies in a glare of 
quickfiUver on the western water, sinks again in 
the red west to rise on just 8uch another day j 
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I and thiiB gocij on, for weeks Bometiues, with nn 
eiasperating pertinacity tlint would try the most 
philosophical patience. There coiuch a time when 
, just that glare of quicksilver ou the water is not 
to be endured B minute longer. During this pe- 
I riod uo bunt goes to or cornea from the mnitiland, 
( and the prisoners on the rock are cut off from all 
I intercourse with their kind. Abroad, only the 
' cattle move, crowding into the Bunniest comers, 
and stupidly chewing the cud ; and the hens and 
[ ducka, tbal chatter and cackle and cheerfully crow 
I spite of f^te and the northwest gale. The 
dauntle^ and graceful gullB soar ou their strong 
pinions over the drift cast up al>out the coves. 
Sometimes flocks of snow-huntings wheel abont 
3 and pierce the loud breathiug of the 
wind with Bweet, wild cries. And ofleu the spec- 
tral arctic fiwl may he seen ou a height, sitting 
upright, like a colunm of snow, its large, round 
I head slowly turning from left to right, ever on the 
I alert, watching for the rats that plagiio the setlle- 
I ment almost as grievously as they did Hamelin 
town, in Brunswick, five hundred years ago. 

How the rats came here first is not known ; 
, probably some old ship imported them. They 
I partly on mussels, the shells of wliich lie in 
s about their holes, as the violet-lined fresh- 
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water sheila lie abunt the iieata of the muBkrata 
on the mainland. Thoj biiritiw among the rouka 
close to the shore, iu favorable apotH, and, i^ome- 
what like the moles, make subterranean gaUeries, 
whence they iBaiie at low tide, and, stealing to the 
vrevfces of seaweed- curtained rocks, they fall upon 
and dislodge any imfortunate crabs they may find, 
and kill and devour them. Many a rat has caught 
a Tartar in this perilous kind of hunting, has been 
drnggod into the aea and killed, — drowned in the 
clutches of the crab he sought to devour ; for the 
strength of theao aheltfiah is something astonish- 
ing. 

Several snowy owls haunt the iaiands the whole 
winter long. I have never heard them cry like 
other owls ; when disturbed or angry, they make 
a sound hke a watchman's rattle, very loud and 
harsh, or they whistle with intense shrillness, like 
a humnu being. Their liabltiial silence adds to 
their ghostliness ; and when at noonJiiy they ait, 
high up, snow-white above the snow-drifts, blink- 
ing their pale yellow eyes in the aun, they are 
weu'd indeed. One night in March I saw one 
perched upon a rock between me and the "last 
a. of sunset dimly buraing" in the west, his 
s outline drawn black against the redneas of 
sky, his laj^ head bent forward, and the 
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whole aspect meditative and most human iu its 
expression. 1 longed to go out nnd sit beside him 
and talk to him in the twilight, to ask of him the 
Btory of hia life, or, if he would have permitted it, 
to watoh him without a word. The plumage of 
this creature is wonderfully bftautiful, — white, 
with scattered spots like little flecks of tawnj 
cloud, — and his black beak and talous are jww- 
erful and sharp as irou ; he might literally grapple 
his iriend, or his enemy, with hooka of stecL 
he is clothed in a mass of down, Iiia outlinea b 
eo soft that he ia tike an enormous snowflake while 
flying ; and be is a sight worth seeing when he 
stretches wide his broad wings, and sweeps down 
on his prey, silent and swift, with an nnerring aim, 
and bears it off to the highest rock he can find, 
tu devour it In the aunmier one finds frequently 
upon the heights a little, s(.ilid ball of silvery fur 
and pure white hones, washed and bleached by 
the mia and sun ; it ia the rat's skin and skeleton 
in a compact bundle, which the owl rejects after 
having swallowed it. 

Some quieter day, on the edge of a aoutheriy 
wind, perhaps, boats go out over the gray, eod 
water after aea-fowl, — the murrea that swin 
little companies, keeping just out of reach of 
shot, and are so spiteful that they beat the boat 
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with their beaks, when woiraded, in impotent 
rage, till they are despatched with an oar or 
another shot ; or kittiwakes, — - exquisite creatures 
like living forma of suow and elmid in color, with 
beaka and feet of dull gold, — that come when 
you wave a white handkerchief, and flutter almost 
within reach of your hand ; or oldwivea, called by 
the natives gmldenoret, with clean white caps ; or 
clumsy eider-ducks, or coots, or mergansers, or 
whatever they may find. Black ducks, of course, 
are often shot. Their jet-lilack, shining plumage 
ia splendidly handsome, set ofl' with the broad, 
flame-colored heak. Little auks, stormy-petrels, 
loona, grebes, lorda-and-Iadies, sea-pigeuua, aea- 
parrots, various guillemnta, and al! sorts of gulls 
abound. Sometimes an eagle sweeps over ; gan- 
iiets pay occaaioual visits ; the great blue heron ia 
often seen in autumn and spring. One of the 
most striking birds is the cormorant, called here 
" ahag " ; from it the rock at Duck Island takes ita 
name. It used to be an object of almost awful 
interest to me when I beheld it perched upon 
White Island Head, — a solemn figure, high and 
dark against the clouds. Once, while living on 
that island, in the thickest of a great storm in 
autumn, when we seemed to be set between two 
contending ai-mies, deafened by the continuoua 
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uaunonailing of breakers, and lashed and beaten 
by wiuda and waters till it was almost impoB- 
eible to hear ourselves stienk, we became aware 
of an other soimd, which pierced to our oh 
hriuging a eudden terror lest it should be 1 
voices of human beiogB. Opening the window 
» little, what a wild combination of soui 
came shrieking in 1 A large flock of wild geese 
had settled for safety npon the rock, and com- 
pletely snrroiindod iia, - — agitated, clutnorouB, 
weary. We might have secured any number of 
them, but it would have been a shameful thing. 
We were glad, indeed, that they should share our 
little foothold in that chaos, and they flew away 
unhurt when the tempest lulled. I was a very 
young child when this happened, but I never c 
forget that autumn night, — it seemed bo wond 
fid and pitiful that those storm-beaten birds should 
have come crying to our rouk ; and tlie strange, 
wild chorus that swept in when the window » 
pried open a little took so strong a hold upon my 
imagination that I shall hear it as long as I li 
The lighthouse, so beneficent to mankind, ia the 
destroyer of birds, — of land birds particularly, 
though in thick weather sea-birds are occasionally 
bewildered into breaking their heads against the 
glass, plunging forward headlong towards the 
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ligbt, juBt as the frail moth of summor eveuings 
madly seeks its death id the caudle'a blaze. Suoie- 
timea in autumn, always \a spring, when birds are 
migrating, they are destroyed in auch quantities by 
thia means that it is painful to reflect upon. The 
keeper living at the island three years ago told me 
that he picked up three hundred and seventy-fivo 
in one morning at the foot of the lighthouse, ail 
dead. They fly with such force against the glass 
that their beaks are often splintered. The keeper 
said he found the destruction greatest in hazy 
weather, and ho thought " they stnick a my at a 
great distance and followed it up." Many a May 
morning have T wandered about the rock at the 
foot of the tower mourning over a little apron brimful 
of sparrows, swallows, thrushes, robins, fire-winged 
blaukbirds, many-colored warblera and fly-catchers, 
beautifully clothed yellow-birds, nuthatches, cat- 
birds, even tbe purple finch and scarlet tanager 
and. golden oriole, and many more beside, — 
enough to break the heart of a small child to 
think of! Once a great eagle flew against the 
lantern and shivered the glass. That was before 
I lived there ; but after we came, two gulls 
cracked one of the large, clear panes, one stormy 
night. 
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thia time ; but I remember wheu they were plenti- 
ful enough, wbeo on Duck Isluud in summer the 
"mcdrakes," or tern, miide rude aesta on the 
beach, uad the little yellow gulls, just out of the 
eggs, ran tumliling about among the Btonee, hid- 
ing their foolish heads in every ci'aclt and cranny, 
and, like the 08trii:h, imagining themBelves safe bo 
long aa they could not aee the danger. And even 
now the aaudpipers build in numbers on the 
islands, and the young birds, which look like tiny 
tufta of fog, run about among the bay berry- 
bushes, with sweet, scared piping. They are ex- 
quisitely heaiitifu] and delicate, covered with a 
down just like gray mist, with brilliant black eyes, 
and slender, graceful legs that make one think of 
grass-stems. And here the loona congregate in 
spring and autumn. Theae birds seem to me the 
most humnu and at the same time the moat de- 
moniac of their kind. ! learned to imitate their 
different cries ; they are wonderful I At one time 
the loon language was so fiimihar that 1 could al- 
most always summon a considerable flock by 
going down to the water and aasuming the neigh- 
borly and conversational tone which they generally 
use : after calling a few minutes, first a far-off 
voice responded, then other Toices answered him, 
ftnd when this was kept up a while, half a dozen 
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birds would come sailing in. It waa the moat 
delightful little piirty imngiaahle ; so comicnl 
were they, 60 eutertniuiug, that it was imposBihle 
not to laugh aloud, — and they could laugh too, 
in a way which chilled the maiTow of one's bones. 
They always laugh, wheu shot at, if they are 
miaaed ; as the Shoslera say, " They laugh like a 
waiTior," But their loii^, wild, melancholy cry 
liefore a storm is t)ie must awful note I ever heard 
from a bird. It is so sad, so liojjeless, — -a clear, 
high shriek, shaken, as it drojis into silence, into 
liroken uotoa that make you think of the tliitter- 
iii^ of a peunou in the wiud, — a shudder of sound. 
They invariably utter this cry Iteforo a storm. 

Between the gales from all points of tho com- 
pasa, that 

" 'twist the green aea and tlie iiznrBd vault 
Sat roaring war," 

some day there falls a dead calm ; the whole ex- 
panse of the ocean is like a mirror ; there 's not a 
whisper of a wave, not a aigh from any wiud 
about the world, — an awful, breathleaa pause pre- 
vails. Then if a loon swims into the motionless 
little bights about the island, and raises his weird 
cry, the silent rocks re-echo the unearthly tone, 
and it seems as if the creature were in league with 
the myHteriouB foroea that are so soon to turn this 
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deiithlj' Btillueaa into ooofusion dud dismny. All 
through the day the ominouB quiet lasta ; in 
aftcmoou, while yet the soa is glassy, a curious 
undertone of mournful sound can be perceived, ~~ 
not fitful, — a steady moan such as the ■ 
tnaltea over the month of an empty jar. Then 
the islanders say, " Do you hear Hog Island cry- 
ing 1 Now look out for a storm!" No one 
knows how that low moaning is produced, or why 
Appledore, of nil the islands, should alone lament 
before the tempest. Through its gorges, perhaps, 
some current of wind sighs with that hollow cry. 
Yet the sea could hardly keep its uurufflad sur- 
face were a wind abroad sufQcient to draw out the 
boding sound. Such a calm preceded the storm 
which destroyed the Minot's Ledga Lighthouse 
1849. I never know such Bilence. Though i 
sua blazed without n cloud, the sky and sea wi 
utterly w.an and colorless, and before sunset the 
Mysterious tone began to vibrate in the breei' 
air. "Hog Island's crj-ing ! " said the islanders. 
One could but think of the Ancient Mariner, 
the angry sun went down in a brassy glare, and 
still no ripple broke the calm. But with the twi- 
light gathered the waiting wind, slowly and stead- 
ily; and before morning the shock of the breakers 
was like the incessant thundering of heavy gum 
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ttie aolid rouk perceptibly trembled ; windows 
shook, and glass and china rattled in the house. 
It 13 impoasible to describe the confoaion, the tu- 
mult, the rush and roar and thunder of waves 
aod wind overwhelming those rocka, — the whole 
Atlantic ruehing headlong to cast itself upon 
them. It was very exciting : the most timid 
among us lost all sense of fear. Before the next 
night the sea had made a breach through the 
valley ou Appledure, iu which the houses stand, 
— a thing that never had happened within the 
memory of the oldest inhabitant. The waves 
piled in from the eastward (where Old Harry was 
tossing the breakers sky-high), — a nmdfjeoed troop 
of giants, sweeping everything before them, — 
and followed one another, white aa milk, through 
the valley from enat to west, strewing the apace 
with boulders from a solid wall sir feet high and 
as many thick, which ran nerosa the top of the 
beach, and which one tremendous wave toppled 
over like a child's fence of hlooks. Kelp and sea- 
weed were piled in banks high up along the shore, 
and strewed the doorsteps ; and thousands of 
the hideous creatures known among the Shoalera 
as sea - mice, a holothuriaa (a livid, sbapeleaa 
mass of torpid life), were scattered in all direc- 
tions. While the storm was at its height, it was 
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inipossiblo to do anything but watch it through 
windows beaten by the blinding apray which burst 
in flying clouds all over tha island, drenching 
. Bvery inch of the soil in foiiminf^ brine. In the 
eoves the " yeasty surges " were chiimod into yel- 
low masses of foam, that blew across in trembling 
flakes, and cluug wherever they lit, leaving a 
hoary scum of salt when dry, which remained till 
sweet, fair water dropped out of the clouds to 
wash it nil sway. It was long before tbo sea went 
down ; and, days after the sun began to shine, the 
fringe of spray still leaped skyward from the 
eastern shore, and Shag and Mingo Rocks at 
Duck Island tossed their distant clouds of snow 
against the blue. 

After the wind subsided, It was curious to ex- 
amine the effects of the breakers on the eastern 
shore, where huge masses of rock were struck off 
&om the cliffs, and flung among the wild heaps of 
scattered boulders, to add to the already hopelesa 
confuuon of the gorges. The eastern aspects of 
the islands change somewhat every year or two 
from this cause ; and, indeed, over all their surfaces 
continual change goes on from the action of the 
weather. Under the hammer and chisel of frost 
and heat, masses of stone are detached and fall 
fi\)m the idges of cliffs, whole ledges become dlsin- 
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tegrated, the rock cracka in smouth, thin sheets, 
and, ouce looneued, the whole mass can be pulled 
out, sheet by sheet. Twenty jeara ago those sub- 
tle, irresistitile tools of the weather had cracked off 
a large mass of rock from a ledge on the slope 
of a gentle declivity. I could just lay my hand in 
the space then : now three men can walk abreast 
betweea the ledge and the detached moss ; and 
nothing has tonchod it save heat and cold. The 
whole aspect of the rocks is infinitely aged. I 
never can see the beautiful salutation of sunrise 
upon, their hoary fronts, without thinking how 
many millions of times they have answered to 
that delicate touch. On Boone Island, — a low, 
dangerous rock fifteen miles east of the Shoals, — 
the sea has even greater opportunities of destruc- 
tion, the island is so low. Once, afler a stormy 
night, the lighthouse-keeper told nie the family 
found a great stone, weighing half a ton, in the 
back entry, which Father Neptune had deposited 
there, — his card, with his compliments 1 

Often tremendous breakers encompass the isl- 
ands when the surface of the sea is perfectly calm 
and the weather serene and still, — the results of 
great storms far out at sea. A "long swell" 
swings indolently, and the ponderous waves roll in 
ikB if tired and half asleep, to burst into clouds of 
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splendor against the cliffs. Very different is their 
hurried, eager breaking when the shoulder of & 
gale oompela them. There ia iio sound more 
gentle, more alumberoue, than the distant roll of 
these billows, — 

" The rolling tea rooatidiTie eoft." 
as Spenaer has it. The rush of a fullj* alive and 
closely pursued breaker is, at a distance, preoisely 
like that which a rocket makes, sweeping headlong 
upward through the air ; but the other is a long 
and peaceful sigh, a dreamy, lulling, beautiful 
Bound, which produces a Letheau forgetfuluesa of 
care and pain, makes all earthly ill seem unreal, 
and it ia as if one wandered 

"Id dresmful wa5toB, whore footless fonclea dwelL" 

It requires a strong efTort to emerge from this 
lotus-eating state of mind. 0, lovely it is, on 
Bunny afternoons to sit high np in a crevice of the 
rook and look down on the living magnificence of 
breakers such as made music about us after the 
Minot's Ledge storm, — to watch them gather, 
one aft:er another. 



A groat whita ttvnltuiche of thunder," 
, which makes the solid earth tremble, and you, 
clinging to the moist rook, feel like a Uttle cockle- 
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shell ! If jou are out of the reach of the heavy 
fall of Bpray, the iiiie aalt mist will still Btream 
about you, aud ealiite your check with the health- 
ful freahuesB of the brine, make jour hair damp, 
and encrust your eyebrows with salt. While 
you sit watuliirig the shifting splendor, uprises 
at ouue a higher cloud thaa usual; aud across 
it springs a sudden rainbuw, like a, beautiful 
thought beyond the teucii of human expres- 
sion. High over your head the white gulls soar, 
gathering the sunshine iu the snowy hollows of 
their wings. Aa you look up to them floating in 
the fathomloBS blue, there ia something awful in 
the purity of that arch beneath their wings, in 
light or shade, aa the broad pinioua move with 
stately grace. There is no bird bo white, — nor 
swan, nor dove, nor mystic ibis : about the ocean- 
marges there ia no dust to soil their perfect 
snow, aud no stormy wind can rufQe their delicate 
plumes, — the beautiful, hajipy creatures 1 One 
never tires of watchmg them. Again and again 
appears the rainbow with lovely colors molting 
into each other aud vanishing, to appear again at 
the next upspringing of the spray. On the horizon 
the white sails shine; and far and wide spreads 
the blue of the sea, with nothing between you and 
the eastern continent across its vast, calm plain. 
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I well remember my first aight of Wbite Island, 
where we took up our abode on leaving the main- 
land. I was scarcely five years old ; but from tbe 
upper windows of our dwelling in Portsmouth, I 
had been shown tbe clustered masts of ships lying 
at the wharves along the Piscataqua Uiver, feintly 
outlined against the sky, and, baby as I was, even 
then I was drawn, with a vague longing, seaward. 
How delightful was that long, first sail to the lalea 
of Shoals I How pleasant the unaccustomed 
Bound of the incessant ripple against the boat-side, 
the sight of the wide water and limitless sky, the 
warmth of the broad sunshine that made us blink 
like youug sandpipers as we sat in triumph, perched 
among the household goods with which the little 
craft was laden ! It was at sunset in autumn that 
we were set ashore on that loneliest, lovely rock, 
where the lighthouse looked down on us like some 
tail, block-capped giant, and filled me with awe 
and wonder. At its base a few goats were grouped 
on the rock, standing out dark against the red sky 
as I looked up at tbem. The stars were beginning 
to twinkle ; the wind blew cold, charged with the 
sea's sweetness j the sound of many waters half 
bewildered mo. Some one bi^an to light the 
lamps in the tower. Rich red and golden, they 
swung round in mid-air ; everything was strange 
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and fiistiinating and new. We entered tlie qiiaint 
little old stone cottage thut was for six yean o 
home. How curious it seemed, with its low, 
wliitewashed ceiliug Find deep window-seats, show- 
ing the great thjekness of the walla made tn with- 
fitaad the breakers, with whose force we booh grow 
acquainted t A bliaaful home the little hoHse be- 
came to the children who entered it that quiet 
eveuiug aud slept for the first time lulled by the 
murmur of the encircling sea. I do not think a 
happier triad ever esistod than we were, living 
in that profound isolation. It takes ao little 
to uinke a healthy child happy ; aud wo never 
wearied of our fow resouroos. True, the winters 
seetned as long as a whole year to our little minds, 
but they were pleasant, uevortheloas. Into the 
deep window-seats we climbed, and with pennies 
(fur which we had no other use) made round hole^ 
in the thick frost, lireathing on them till they 
were warm, and peeped out at the bright, fieixje, 
windy leather, watching the vessels souilding 
over the intensely dark blue sea, all " featlier- 
white " where the short waves broke hissing in tl 
cold, and the sea-fowl soariug aloft or teasing oi^ 
the water ; or, in calmer days, we saw how 
stealthy Star-Islander paddled among the ledges, 
or lay for hours stretched on the wet sea-we 



"122 



AMOHG TBE ISLF.S OF SBOAl.S. 



with faia gun, watohiag for wild-fowl. Sometimes 
tLe round head of a Beal moved about among the 
kolp-covenjd roeka, A few are seen every winter, 
and are occaaionally shot ; but tbuj are shyer and 
more alert even than the birds. 

We were for(«d to lay in stores of all sorts in 

the siitnmn, as if we were fiftinjr nut a ship for an 

I Arctic eipedition. The tmM li^lit- 

Lbouse was hung with uiuti . [he 

jatore-room packed with pr'i 

In the long, tu', ■ . ■ :h* 

Kgorge botwcea tii' ■ W& 

a stormy J ' "iHM 

(A fresh eicitouient tn wii- ■ 
[Dps, and think how far (:: 
rays, and how m 
of Mafeti 
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among other forma. Our noighborti from Stnr 
rowed across ; the pilot-boat from Porlamoitth 
steerea over, aud brought us Jetters, newspapers, 
magazines, and told us the news of mouths. The 
. faint eelioes from the far-off world hardly touched 
little ones. We listened to the talk of our 
\ «ldors. " Winfield Scott and Santa Anua I " " The 
I Mexico ! " •' The famine in Ireland 
11 JBeant nothing to us. We heard the reaj 
1 of detiilla of the famine, and 
ea of the poader, and were vaguely aony ; 
1 fate of Red Riding-Hood was -nuch more 
1 dreadful to us. We wr.fed for the 
r longing; the i advent of the 
iJiirdfi nnd flowers and insect 
ar winds, the everlaat- 
^ousand tender tints that 
things brought us un- 
pthe heart of Nature one 
n Buuh a life ; and veiy soou 
y she repays in deep refresh- 
e of her worshipper. With 
e built our little mooutaina 
a the beaoh, and danced afler the 
; the edge of the foam, shouted to 
kittiwiikes that fluttered above, or 
9 of the hurgoinaster gull, or 
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cried to the cryjug looiia. The gannet's long, 
white tviugs stretched overhead, perhaps, or the 
dusky ahitg made a suddon shadow in mid-air, or 
we startled on some looeij ledga the great bhie 
Leroo that flew off, trailing legs and wings, stork- 
like, agaiuBt the clouds. Or, m the simahiDe on 
the bare rocks, we cut from the broad, hi-owu 
leaves of the slippery, vaniiBhed kelpa, grotesque 
ahNpes of man and bird and beast tliat withered 
in th"! wind and blew away ; or we fashioned rude 
boats iToni bits of driftwood, manned them with 
d weird ci'sw of kelpies, and set them adrift on the 
great deep, to float we cared not whither. 

We plnyec' with the empty limpet-shells ; they 
were mottled ^Tay and brown, like the song-spar- 
row's breast \i^e launched fleets of purple mus- 
sel-shells on the still pools in the rocks, loft by 
the tide, — pools that were like bits of fallen 
rainbow with the wealth of the sea, with tints of 
delicate sea-weeds, crimson and green and ruddy 
brown and violet ; where wandered the pearly eoljs 
with rosy spines and fairy horns ; and the large, 
round sea-urchins, like a boss upon a shield, 
were fastened here and there on the rock at 
the bottom, putting out from their green, prickly 
spikes transparent tentacles to seek their invisible 
food. Uosy and lilac star-fish clung to the sidea ; 
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e dark nook, porliaps, a holothure unfolded 
its perfect ferns, a lovely, warm buff color, delicate 
as fraat-work ; little forcata of coralline mosa grew 
up iu Btillneaa, gold-itolured sheila crept about, aii<t 
now and then fliished the silver-darting fins of 
Blender minnows. The dimmest roceasea were 
haunts of sea-auemoueB that opened wiJe their 
starry fluwera to the flowing tide, or drew them- 
selves together, and hung in lurge, half- transparent 
drops, like clusters of some strange, amber-colored 
fruit, along the creviues as the water ohbed away. 
Sometimes we were cruel enough to capture a 
female lobster hiding in a deep uleft, with her 
millions of mottled eggs j or we laughed to see 
the hermit-crabs challenge each other, and come 
out aud fight a deadly battle till the stronger 
overcame, and, turning the weaker topsy-turvy, pos- 
sessed himself of his ampler cockle-shell, and scut- 
tled off with it triumphant. Or, pulling all to- 
gether, we dragged up the long kelpa, or devil'a- 
aprons ; their roots wore almost always fasteiied 
about large, living mussels ; theae we unclasped, 
cariying the mussels home to be cooked ; fried in 
crumbs or batter, they were as good as oysters. 
We picked out from the kelp-roots a kind of star- 
fish which we called aoa-spider ; the moment we 
in extraordinary process began. One 
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by one it diajoiiitetl all its sections, — whether 
from fear or auger we knew not ; but it threw it- 
self away, bit by bit, until nothing waa left of it 
save the littlo, round body whence the legs had 
sprung] 

With crab and limpet, with grasshopper and 
cricket, we were frieuda aud neighbors, and we 
were never tired of watching the laud-spiders that 
possessed the place. Their webs covered every 
window-pane to the lightliouse top, and they re- 
built them as fast as they were swept down. One 
variety lived among the round gray stones on the 
beach, just above bigb-water mark, and spun no 
webs at all. Large and black, they speckled the 
light stones, swarming in the hot sun ; at tlie first 
footfall they vanished beneath the pelibles. 

All the cracks in the rocka were draped with 
swinging veils like the window-panes. How often 
have we marvelled at them, after a fog or a heavy 
fall of dew, in the early morning, when every 
slender thread was strung with glittering drops, — 
the whole symmetrical web a wonder of shining 
jewels trembling in the breeze 1 Tennyson's 
lines, 



always bring back to nay mind the memory of 
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those delictite, epanglGd drugieriee, more beautiful 
than any mortal loom could weave, that curtained 
the roctca at White Island and " abook their 
■> threaded tears " in every winii. 
H Sometimes we saw the bats wheel through the 
mnmmer dusk, and in profoundly silent evenings 
ieard. from the lighthouse top, their shrill, small 
cries, their voices sharper and finer than needle- 
points. One day I found one clinging to the un- 
ir side of a shutter, — a soft, drin-colored, dowuy 
I took it in my hand, and in an instant it 
i&nged to a hideous little demon, and its fierce 
Swhite teeth met in the palm of my hand. So 
ttuch fury in so small a beast I never encountered, 
ind I was glad enough to give him his hberty 
Without more ado. 

A kind of sandhoppor about an inch long, that 
nfested the beach, was a great source of amuse- 

■ 'Blent Liftiug the stranded seaweed that marked 
the high-water line, we always startled a gray and 
brown cloud of them from beneath it, leaping 
avay, like tiny kangaroos, out of sight. In 
storms these were driven into the house, forcing 
their way through every crack and cranny till they 
etrewed the floors, — the sea aoeneircled ua ! Dy- 

immodiately upon leaving the water from 
i^ioh they fled, they turned from a clear brown, 
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what Mr, Kin 



would call a " pellucid 



gray," to bright brick-color, like a boiled lobster, 
and many a time I hiLve swept them up in ruddy 
heaps ; they looked like bits of toral. 

1 remember in the spring kneeling on the 
ground to seek the first blades of grass that 
pricked through the soil, and bringing them into 
the hoiiae to study and wonder over. Better than 
a shop fidl of toys they were to me ! Whence 
came their color 1 How did they draw their 
Hweet, refreshing tint from the brown earth, or the 
limpid ttir, or the white light? Chemistry was 
not at hand to answer me, and all her wisdom 
would not have dispelled the wonder. Later the 
Lttle scarlet pimpernel charmed mo. It seemed 
more than a flower ; it was like a human thing. I 
knew it by its homely name of poor-man's weather- 
glass. It was so mueh wiser than I, for, when the 
sky was yet without a oloud, softly it clasped its 
small red petals together, folding its golden heart 
in safety from the abower that was sure to come I 
How could it know so much 1 Mere is a question 
scienoe cannot answer. The pimpernel grows 
everywhere about the islands, in every cleft and 
cranny where a suspicion of sustenance for 
slender root can lodge ; and it is one of the most I 
exquisite of flowers, so rich in color, bo quaint and f 
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dniuty in its method of growth. I never knew 
*t3 s'lont wftroing fail, I wondered much how 

erj flower knew what to do and to be ; why the 
norn og gloi-y did n't forget sometimeB, and bear 
n luster >f dder-blooiti, or the elder hang out 
pen na of gold and purple like the iris, or tha 

1 Jen rod suddenly blaae out a suarlot plume, the 
culor of the pimpernel, was a mystery to my 
childish thought. And why did the sweet wild 
primrose wait till after sunset to unclose its pala 
yellow huda ; why did it unlock its troaenro of 
rich perfume to the night alone! Few flowers 
bloomed for me upon the lonesome rock ; Imt I 
made the most of all 1 hnd, and neither knew of 
nor desired more. Ah, how heautiful they were I 
Tiny stars of crimson sorrel threaded on their 
long brown atema ; the inlacklierry blossoms in 
bridal white; the surprise of the blue-eyed grass ; 
the crowfoot flowers, like drops of yellow gold 
spilt about among the short grass and over the 
moss ; the rich, blue-purple beach-pea, the sweet, 
spiked germander, and the homely, delightful yar- 
row that grows thickly on all the islands, ^ime- 
timea its broad clusters of dull white bloom are 
stained a lovely reddish -purple, as if with the 
light of sunset. I never saw it colored so else- 
frhere. Quantities of slender, wide-spreading 
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miiHtanJ-bushea grew uliout tlie house ; thoir deli- 
cate flowers were like fmgraut golden cloudB. 
Dandelions, buttereups, iind clover were not de- 
nied to us ; though we Liid no daisieH nor violets 
nor wild rosea, no osters, but gorgeous spikes of 
golden-rod, nud wonderful wild momiog-glorieB, 
whose long, pale, ivory buda I used to find in the 
twilight, glimmering among the dark laives, wait- 
ing for the touch of dawn to unfold and become 
each an ej^qnisite incarnate blush, — the perfect 
color of .a South Sea shell Tbey ran wild, knot- 
ting and twisting about the rocks, and smothering 
the loose boiildera in the gorges with lush green 
leaves and pink hlossoma. 

Many a summer morning have I crept out of 
the still house before any one was awake, and, 
wrapping myself closely from the cbill wind of 
dawn, climbed to the top of the high cliff called 
the Head to watch the sunrise. Pale grew the 
lighthouse flame before the broadening day i 
nestled in a crevice at the cliff's edge, I watched 
the shadows draw away and morning break. Fac- 
ing the east and south, with all the Atlantic before 
me, what happiness was mine as the deepening rose- 
color flushed the delicate cloudflocfca that dappled 
the sky, where the gulls soared, rosy too, while the 
calm sea blushed beneath. Or perhaps it waj 
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doudleas sunriae with a aky of orange-red, and the 
sea-line ailver-hloe against it, peaceful as heaven. 
Infinite variety of beauty alwaja awaited me, and 
filled me with an absorhing, unreasoning joy such 
as makes the song-sparrow sing, — a sense of per- 
fect blisa. Coming back in the snosliine, the morn- 
ing-glories would lift up their faces, all awake, to 
my adoring gaze. Like countless rosy trum[)eta 
sometimed I thought they were, tossed everywhere 
I about the roeks, turned up to the sky, or droop- 
I ing toward the groimd, or looking east, west, 
I north, south, in silent loveliness. It seemed as 
if they had gathered the peace of the golden morn- 
ing in their still depths even as my heart had 
gathered it. 

In some of those matchless summer mornings 

when I went out to milk the little dun cow, it was 

I hardly possible to go further than the doorstep, 

I for pure wonder, as I looked abroad at the sea 

I lying still, like a vast, round mirror, the tide dmwn 

I away from the rich brown rocks, a sail or two 

k Asleep in the calm, not a sound abroad except a 

r bird voices ; dew lying like jewel-duat sifted 

fr everything, — diamond and ruby, sapphire, 

topaz, and amethyst, flashing out of the emer- 

1 deeps of the tufted grass or from the bead- 

g tops. Looking over to the mainland, I could. 
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dimly diBceru iu the level Bunehiac the depths of 
glowing green woods fiimtly revealed in the dis- 
tance, fold beyond fold t.f hill iind valley thickly 
clothed with the Bummer's eplendor. But my 
handful of grass waa more precious to me than 
miles of green tielda, nnd I was led to consider 
every blade where there were bo few. Not long 
ago I had watched them pieruing the ground toward 
the light ; now, how strong iu their slender grace 
were these stems, how perfect the [wise of the 
heavy heads that waved with such harmony of 
movement in the faintest breeze ! And I noticed 
at mid-day when the dew was dry, where the tall, 
bloesi>ming Bpeare stood in graceful comjiauiea 
that, before they grew piir[)le, brown, and rip^ 
when they began to blossom, they put out first a 
downy ring of pollen in tiny, yellow rays, held by 
an almost invisible thrcatl, which stood out like an 
aureole from each slow-waving head, — n fairy-like 
effect. On Scavey's Island (united to ours by 
narrow beach covered at high tide with 
waves) grew one single root of fern, the only 
within the circle of my little world. It was safe 
in a deep cleft, but 1 was iu perpetual anxiety lest 
my little cow, going there daily to pasture, abould 
lawve her cropping of the grass and eat it up some 
""oor little cow ! One night she did not 
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I Dome home to be milked as usual, and on going to 
I seek her we found she bad caught one foot in a 
I crevice and twisted hor hoof entirely off 1 That 
a calamity ; for we were forced to summon our 
\ neighbors and have her killed on the spot. 

1 had a scrap of garden, literally not more than 
t B yard square, wherein grew only African mari- 
golds, rich in color as barhnric gold. I knew noth- 
\ ing of John Keats at that time, — poor Eeats, 
" who told Severn that he thought hia intonsest 
, pleasure in life had been to watch the growth of 
are," — but 1 am sure he never felt their beauty 
more devoutly than the little, half-savage being 
o knelt, like a fire- worshipper, to watoh the un- 
folding of those golden disks. When, later, the 
" brave new world " of poets waa opened to me, 
\ with what power those glowing lines of his went 
I etrajght to my heart, 

■' Open (ifrBBh 70Qr rounds of starry folds. 
Ye ardcut innrigoldil " 
All flowers had for me such hiunan interest, they 
were so dear and precious, I hardly liked to gather 
them, and when they were withered, 1 carried them 
all to one place and laid them tenderly together, 
and never liked to pass the spot whore tbey were 
hidden. 

Once or twice every year came the block, lum- 
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bermg old "oU-echooBer" that brought supplies 
for the lighthouee, and the inspector, who gruvely 
examined everything, to see if all waa in order. 
He left Btucke of clear red and white glasH chim- 
neys for the lamps, and several doe-skins for polish- 
ing the great, silver-lined copper retiectora, largo 
bundles of wicks, and various pairs of scissors for 
trimming tliom, heavy black casks of ill-perfumod 
whale-oil, and other things, which were all stowed in 
the round, dimly-lighted rooms of the tower. Very 
awe-struck, we children always crept into comers, 
and whispered and watched the intruders till they 
embarked in their ancient, clumsy vessel, and, 
hoisting their dark, weather-stained sails, bore 
slowly away again. About ten years ago that old 
white lighthouse was taken away, and a new, per- 
pendicular brick tower built in its place. The 
lantern, with its fifteen lamps, ten golden and five 
red, gave place to Freanel's powerful single burner, 
or, rather, three burners in one, enclosed in its caao 
of prisma. The old lighthouse was by far the moat 
picturesque ; but perhaps the new one is more effec- 
tive, the light being, undoubtedly, more powerful. 

Often, in pleasant days, tho head of the family 
sailed away to visit the other islands, sometimes 
taking the children with him, ofteiier going alone, 
frequently not returning till after dark. The land- 
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ing at White Islaod is bo dangerous that the great' 
est care is requisite, if there is any sea niniiing, to 
get ashore in stfety. Two long and very solid tim- 
bers about tliree feet apart are laid from the boat- 
house to low-wator mark nd b t« it those tim- 
bers tiie boat's bow must b aco t ly steered ; if 
she goes to the right or the 1 ft w t her crew 
unless the sea is calm ! baf Ij 1 dg d d the slip, 
as it is called, she is drawii p nt th boat-house 
by a capstan, and fasten d ly The light- 

house gave no ray to the dark rock below it ; send- 
ing its beams far out to eea, it left us at its foot in 
greater darkness for its lofty light. So when the 
boat was out late, in soft, moonless summer nights, 
I used to light a lantern, and, going down to the 
water's edgn, take my station between the timbers 
of the slip, and, with the lantern at my feet, sit 
waiting in the darkness, quite content, knowing 
my little star was watched fur, and that the safety 
of the boat depended in a great measure upon it. 
How sweet the summer wind blew, how softly 
plashed the water round me, how refreshing was 
the odor of the sparkling brine ! High above, the 
lighthouse rays streamed out into the humid dark, 
and the cotta^'e windowB were ruddy irom the glow 
vithin. I felt so much a part of the Lord's 
. univeiBS, I was no more afraid o£ tli% daxV'i^ii&xi.'&in 
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WftVGB or winda ; but I was glad to hear at last the 
creaking of the mast and tho mttling of the r 
locks as the boat approached ; and, while yet she 
waa far off, the lighthouse touched her one larga 
Bail into sight, so that I knew she was ucaring d 
ftod shouted, listening for the reply that came bo 
bUthely back to me over the water. 

Unafraid, too, we watched the summer tempest^ 
and listened to the deep, melodious thunder roll- 
ing away over the rain-calmed ocean. The light- 
ning played over the iron rods that ran frora the 
li^thouse-top down into the sea. Where it lay o; 
the sharp ridgepole of the long, covered walk that 
spanned the gorge, the strange fire ran up the 
spikes that were set at equal distances, and burnt 
like pale flame from their tips. It was Sne indeed 
from tho lighthouse itself to watch the storm coma 
rushing over the sea and ingulf us in our help- 
lesaneaa. How the rain weltered down c 
great panes of plate glass, — floods of sweet, iresh 
water that poured off the rocks and mingled v 
the bitter brine. I wondered why tho fresh floods 
never made the salt sea any sweeter. Those pale 
flames that we beheld burning fhjm the spikes of 
the lightning-rod, I suppose were identical with the 
St, Elmo's Si's that 1 have since seen described as 
haunting the spars of ships in thunder-storma 
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And here I am remmded of a etory told by some 
(gentlemen visiting Appledore sixteen or eighteen 
years ago. They stHrted from Portamoiith for the 
Shoals in a whalebnat, one ei-ening in summer, 
with a native Star- Islander, Riuhard Riindall by 
name, to manage the boat They had sailed about 
balf the distance, when they were suriwised at 
seeing a large ball of fire, like a rising moon, roll- 
ing toward them over the sea from the south. 
They watched it eagerly as it bora down upon 
them, and, veering off, went east of them at some 
little distance, and then passed astern, and there, 
of course, they expected to lose sight of it; but 
while they were marveUing and speculsting, it 
altered its course, and suddenly began to near 
them, coming back upon its track against the 
wind and steadily following in their wnke. This 
teas too much for the native Shoaler. He took 
off his .jacket and tuniod it inside out to exorcise, 
the flend, and lo, the apparition most certainly 
disappeared ! Wo heard the excited account of' 
the strange gentlemen and witnessed the holy hor- 
ror of the boatman va. the iiceasion ; but no one 
could imagine wliat had sat the globe of fire roll- 
ing across the sea. Some one suggested that it 
might be an exhalation, a phosphorescent light, 
from the decaying body of some dead fish', Ii>s.'!.nkv 
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that caso it must have lieeii tiikeu in tow bj Bome 
living finny creature, else how could it hai'e sailed 
straight "into the teeth of the wind"! It was 
never Bfltisfactorily accounted for, slid must remain 
a myatery. 

One antumn at White Island our little boat had 
been to Portamouth for proviaiona, etc. With the 
spy-ghisB we watched her returning, beating agalnGt 
the head wind. The day was bright, but there 
had been a Rt«rm at aea, and the brealtera rolled 
and roared aljout us. The process of "beating" 
ia so tedious that, though the boat had started in 
the morning, the sun was sending long yellow light 
from the west before it reached the island. There 
was no cessation in those resistless billows that 
rolled from the Devil's Rock upon the shp ; but 
still the little craft sailed on, striving to reach 
the landing. The hand at the tiller was firm, but 
a huge wave swept suddenly in, swerving the boat 
to the left of the slip, and in a moment she was 
overturned and flung upon the rocks, and her only 
occupant tossed high ujwn the beach, safe eicept 
for a few bruises ; but what a moment of terror it 
was for us aU, who saw and could not save I All 
the freight was lost except a roll of iron wire and 
a barrel of walnuts. These were spread on the 
floor of an unoccupied eastern chamber in the oot- 
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tags to dry. Aud they did dry ; but before tliey 
wore gathered up earae a terrible storm from tbe 
southenat. It ravod and tore at lightbuuse and 
cottage ; the sea broke into the windows of that 
eastern chamber where tho walnuts lay, and washed 
them out till they came dancing down the stairs 
in brioy foam 1 The sen broke the windows of the 
bouse several times during our stay at the light- 
house. Everything shook so violently from the 
concussion of the breakers, that dbhes on I 
closet shelves fell to tbe floor, and one memlier of 
the family was at first always made sea-sick in 
storms, by the tremur and deafeuing confusion. 
One night when, from the southeast, the very soul 
of chaos seemed to have been let loose upon tbe 
world, tbe whole ponderous " walk " (the covered 
bridge that connected tbe house aud lighthouse) 
was carried thundering down tbe gorge and dragged 
out into the raging sea. 

It was a distressing situation for us, — cnt off 
from the precious light that must be kept alive ; 
for the breakers were tearing through the gorge 
so that no living thing could climb across. But 
the tide could not resist the mighty impulse 
that drew it down ; it was forced to obey the still 
voice that bade it ebb ; all swollen aud raging and 
towering as it was, slowly and surely, at the a^ 
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[winted time, it sank Awa}' from our rock, bo that, 
between the billon-s that etill strove to cltitoh at 
the white, aileiit, gnldcD-cixtwiit'd tower, one could 
creep acrosa, and scale the heij^ht, and wind up 
the machinery that kept the great clustered light 
nvolving till the gray daylight broke to extiii- 

1 often wondered how it was possible for the sea- 
birds to live through such Btorais as these. But, 
when one oould see at all, the gulls were always 
soaring, in the nildeat tumult, and the stormy 
petrels half flying, half swimming in the hollows 
of the waves. 

Would it were possible to describe the beauty 
of the calm that followed such teuipests I The 
long lines uf silver foajn that streaked the tranquil 
blue, the " tender-curviug lines of creamy spray " 
along the shore, the clear-washed sky, the peace- 
ful yellow bght, the mellow breakers murmuring 
siumberously ! 

Of all the storms our childish eyes watched 
with delighted awe, one thuuder-storm remains 
fixed in my memory. Late in an August after- 
uoon it rolled its awful clouds to the zeuith, and, 
after the tumult had subsided, spread its lightened 
vapors in an under-roof of gray over all the sky. 
Presently this solemn gray lid was lifted at its 
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western edge, aud au iusufferablG splendor streamed 
across the world from the sinking sun. The 
wliolo heaven wfts iu a bkze of scarlet, across 
whiuh sprang a rainbow unbroken to the topmost 
clouds, " with its seven perfect colors cliorded ii 
triumph " against the flaming background ; \ 
sea answered the sky's rich blush, and the gray 
rockB lay drowned in melancholy purple, I hid 
toy face from the glory, — ■ it was too much to 
bear. Ever I longed to utrak these things that 
made life so sweet, to spcnfc. the wind, the cloud, 
the bird's flight, the sea'a murmur. A vain long- 
ing ! I might as well have sighed for the mighty 
pencil of Michael Angelo to wield iu my impotent 
child's hand. Better to "hnslk aud bless or 
83lf with silence"; but ever the wish grew, 
cing the July sunsets, deep rod and goldeu through 
and through, or watching the Bummer northern 
lights, — battalions of brilliant streamers advan- 
cing and retreating, shooting upward to the zenith, 
and glowing like fiery veils before the stars ; or 
when the fog-how spanned the silver mist of 
morning, or the earth and sea lay shimmering in a 
golden haze of noon ; in storm or calm, by day o 
night, the manifold aspects of Nature held me 
and swayed ail my thoughts until it was impos- 
sible to he silent any longer, and I waa fei-a. ^*i 
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mingle my voice with her myriad voii'CH, «nly na- 
piring to be in accord wilh the Infinite harmony, 
however feeble and broken the notea might be. 

It hus been my good fortune to witness hut few 
wreeka nt the Shoals. The disaetera of which we 
hear f^ntly from the past were many and dread- 
ful ; but since the building of the tightboiiBe on 
White Island, and also on Boone Island (whiuh 
seems like a ueigbbor, though fifteen miles dis- 
tant), the danger of the place is much lessened. 
A resident of Star Island told mc of a wreck which 
took place forty-seven years ago, daring a heavy 
Btorm from the eastward. It blew ao that all the 
doors in the house opened as fast as they shut 
them, and in the night a vessel drove against 
" Hog Island Head," which fronts the village on 
Star. She went to pieces utterly. In the morn- 
ing the islanders perceived the beach at Londoners 
heaped with some kind of drift ; they could not 
make out what it was, but, as soon as the sea sub- 
sided, went to examine and foimd a mass of 
oranges and pictiu-e-framea, with which the vessel 
had been freighted. Not a soul was saved. " She 
Btrack with such force that she drove a large 
Spike out of her forefoot " into a crevice in the 
rock, vbich was plainly to be seen till a few years 
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My itiformaut also told me that she rerauni- 
hared the wreck of the Saguuto, iu 1813 ; that Ihi 
beaches wore strewn with "almond-nuts" long after, 
and that she picked up curiously embroidered vests 
and " work-bagq " in all directions along the shores. 
During a storm in 1839, while living at White 
Island, we wero startled by the heavy booming of 
guns through the roar of the tempest, — a sound 
that drew nearer and nearer, till at last, through a 
sudden break in the mist aud spray, we saw the 
heavily rolling hull of a large vessel driving by, to 
her sure destruction, toward the coasL It was aa 
if the wind had torn the vapor apart ou purpose 
to show us this piteous sight ; and I well remoui- 
ber the hand ou my shoulder which hold me firmly, 
shuddering child that I was, and forced me to look 
m spite of myself. What a day of pain it was I 
how dreadful the sound of those signal-guns, and 
how much more dreadful the certainty, when they 
ceased, that all was over I We learned afterward 
that it was the brig Pocahontas, homeward boiuid 
from Spain, aud that the vessel aud all her crew 
were lost. In later years a few cuastera and fish- 
ermen have gone ashore at the islands, generally 
upon the hidden ledges at Duck. Many of these 
have been loaded with lime, — a most perilous 
ft-eight ; for as soon as the water touches it there is 
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a double danger; and lietween fire aud water there 
is little cbiuice uf escape. 

I wish I eould recall the grapliio language of a 
Star Islauder who described to me a wreck of thia 
kind. The ialandere saw at Bunrise, one bitter 
winter day, a achoouer ashore amuQg the dreadful 
ledges tt Duck Island, aud, though the wiud blew 
half u gale, they took their boata and ran down 
toward her before the northwester. Smoke aud 
fltoam and spnvj and flame were rising from her 
and about her when they reached the spot. Only 
one man was found alive. From the davits, hang- 
ing head downward, was the lifeless body of a 
feir-haired boy of Bist«en or thereabouts. Tha 
breakers swept him to and fro, and, drawing away, 
left his long yellow hair dripping with the freezing 
brine. The mate's story was that he had gone 
to unfasten the boat which hung at the stem, that 
a sea had struck him, aud he liad fallen headfore- 
most with his feet entangled in the ropes of the 
davits. He was the only sou of his mother, who 
was a widow. They carried his body home to that 
most unhappy mother. The veesel was a total 
loss, with aU on board, except the mate. 

One winter night at .Appledore when it waa 
I blowing very hard northwest, with a clear sky, 
Lve were wakened by a violent knocking at the 
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So unaccustomed a aound, at tiint time of 
^ight too, waa enough to startle us all, and very 
Biuch amazed we were. The door was opened to 
" Bdmit four or five shipwrecked men, whose hands, 
feet, and ears were ail frozen stiff, — pitiable ob- 
jects they were indeed. Their vessel had struck 
(full on York Ledge, a rook l^'ing off the coast 
of Maine tax east of us, and they had taken to 
the boat aud strove to make a landing on the 
4»a8t ] but the wind blew off shore so fiercely 
they failed in their attempt, their hands hecama 
Iweless from the cold, they driipped their oars, and, 
^f steering with one of the seats of the boat, 
waoaged to roach Appledore, inure dead than 
»live. They were obliged to remain thoro several 
days before finding an opportuuily of going on 
ahore,the gale was ao furious. Nest morning, in the 
glare of the winter aiin^shiuo, we saw their vessel, 
^Btill with all Bail set, standing upriglit upon the 
, — a white column looming far away. One 
f the most hideous experiences I have heard be- 
ll a young Norwegian now living at the Shoals. 
e and a young companion came out from Ports- 
louth to set their trawl, iu the winter fishing, 
J years ago. Before they reachefl the island, 
ae a sudden squall of wind and snow, chilling 
^d blinding. In a few moments they knew not 
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where they were, and the wind coDtiuiied to sweep 
them away. Presontiy fhey found tbetnselvca 
under the loo of ^\^lito Islaiid Head ; they threw 
oat the road-lines of their trawl, in des[]eritte hope 
thst t.hey might hold tho 1>oat till the squall 
abated. The keepers at the lighthouse saw the 
poor fellows, but were powerless to help them. 
Alas ! the road-liucs soon broke, and tho littlu boat 
was swept otT ng;iiii, they knew not whither. 
Night camo down upon them, tossed on that ter- 
rible blsck sea ; the snow ceased, tho clouds flew 
before the deadly cold northwest wind, the ther- 
mometer snuk below zero. One of the men died 
before mominjr ; the other, alone with the dead 
man. was still driven on and on before the pitiless 
gale. He hud no cap nor mittens ; had lost both. 
He bniled the boat inccsaantly, for the sea broke 
over him the livelong time. He told me the story 
himself. He looked down at the awful face of his 
dead friend and thought " how soon he should be 
like him " ; hut still he never ceased bailing, — it 
was all he could do. Before night he passed Cape 
Cod and knew it as he rushed by. Another uu- 
Bpentably asvfnl night, and the gale abated no whit. 
Next morning he was almost gone from cold, fa- 
gue, and liunger. His eyes were so swollen he 
'd hardly see ; but afar of^ shining whiter tbau 



AMONG THE ISIF.S OF St/OALS. U7 

silver in the sun, the sails of a largo schooner ap- 
peared at the edge of the fearful wildorness. He 
managed to hoist a bit of old cnnras on an oar. 
He was then not far from Holmes' Hole, nearly two 
hundred miles from tho Shoala ! The schooner saw 
it and bore down for him, but the sea wus running 
BO high that he expected to be swamped every 
instant. As she swept past, they threw from the 
deck a rope with a loop at the end, tied with a 
bon-line knot that would uot slip. It caught him 
over the bead, and clutching it at his throat with 
both hands, in an instant he found himself in the 
sea among the ice-cold, furious waves, drawn toward 
the vessel with all the strength of her crew. JuBt 
before he emerged, he heard tho oaptaiu shout, 
'■ We 've lost him ! " Ah the bitter moment ! 
For a borrilile feiir struck through him that they 
might lose their hold an instant on the rope, and 
then be kufw it would be all over. But they 
saved him. The boat with the dend man in It, all 
alone, went tossing, heaven knows where. 

The great equinoctial gale of Septoiuber 8, 18Ij9, 
WHS very severe at the islands. One schooner went 
ashore on Cannon Point at Appledure, and was a 
complete wreck, though no lives wore lost, She 
was lying in " The Roads," between Star and Ap- 
pledore, safely moored, her crew supposed ; but she 
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dragged moorings, ftnchora, everything with whiuh 
they Btiove to savo lier, aud criished on the rocks, 
breaking up like an eggshell. Various buildiugs 
wero klowu down ; windows at Appkdore ncro 
blown ill, ill eutue uuaes Bash and all, in others the 
glaaa wna smaahcd as if tbo wind hod thrust au 
arm lli rough. 

At about seven o'clock in the evGning a. great 
copper-colored arch spanned the black sky from 
went to east. The gale woe then at Its height, After 
that lurid bow dissolved, %iQg northward in wild, 
scattered fragments, the wind abated, and we be- 
gan to take breath again. A man at Star, on the 
edge of the stomi, rowed out in his dory to make 
more secure a larger boat moored at a little dis- 
tance. Dowu come the huiricaue and caught him, 
and whirled him away like a dead leaf on the sur- 
&oe of the sea. He gave himself np for lost, of 
course; so did bis friends. But he fastened himself 
with ropes to the inside of the boat, and, tossing 
fi-om billow to billow, bailed for dear life the whole 
night long. Toward morning, the wind lulling very 
considerably, he was carried along the coast of 
Maine, and landed in York, a short distance from 
his father's home, and quietly walked into the 
house and joined the family at breakfast; then 
*ook the cars for Portsmouth, and astounded the 
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f whole Shoals eattlement by appearing in the 
steamer Appledore in time for dinner. Everybody 
Buppoaed him, without a shadow of doubt, to be at 
tbo bottom of tlie sea. 
Boone Idand ia the forlomest place that can be 
imagined. The Isles of Shoals, barren rs they 
are, seem like Gardens of Eden iu comparison, I 
chanced to hear last summer of a person who had 
been bom and brought up there ; he described 
the loneliness as something abaoiuteiy fearful, and 
declared it had pursued him all through his life. 
He lived there till fourteen or fifteen years old, 
when hia family moved to York. WhUe living 
on the island he discovered some human remains 
which had lain there thirty years. A carpenter 
anil his assistants, having finished some building, 
japsized in getting off, and all were drowned, 
except the master. One body floated to Plum 
Island at the mouth of the Merrimack ; the others 
the master aeaured, made a box for them, ^ all 
alone the while, — ^and buried them in a deft and 
CDvered them with stones. These atones the sea 
washed away, and, thirty years after they were 
buried, the boy found the bones, which were re- 
moved to York and there buried again. It waa 
a board a steamer bound to Bangor, that the man 
told his story. Boone Island Light v 
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in the (iietance. He spoUe with bitterness of his 
life in that tcrriblo solitude, and of " the lonclineas 
which had pursued him ever siuoa." All hia rel- 
atives were dead, lie stiid, and be had no human 
tie in the wide world eicept hia wife. He ended 
by anatbematiising all islands, and, vanishing into 
the darkuess, wns not to be found again ; nor did 
his name or any trace of htm trausptre, though 
he was sought for in the morning all about the 

One of the most shocking stories of shipwreck 
I remember to have heard ia that of the Notting- 
ham Galley, wrecked on this island in the year 
1710. There is a narrative of this shipwreck ex- 
isting, written by " John Deaae, then comn)ander 

I of said Galley, but for many years after his Majes- 
ty's consul for the ports of Flanders, residing at 

I Ostend," printed in 1762. The ship, of onehun- 
dred and twenty tons, carrying ten guns, with a 
crew of fourteen men, loaded partly in Eugland and 
partly in Ireland, and sailed for Boston on the 25th 
of September, 1710. She made land on the 11th 
of December, and was wrecked on that fatal- rock. 
At first the unhappy crew " treated each other 
with kindness and condolence, and prayed to God 

I for rehef." The only things saved from the wreck 

I Vrere a bit of canvas and half a cheese. The men 
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made a triangular tent of the bit of cauvaa, and 
all la J close together beneath it, sideivays; none 
could turn without the general concurrence : they 
turned once in two hours upon public iiotiue. 
They had no fire, and lived upon kelp and rock- 
need, and musBels, three a day to a man. Star- 
vation and auiJering booh produced a curious loss 
of memory. The fourth day the cook died. When 
they had been there upwards of a week, they saw 
three sails in the sonthweet, but no boat came 
near them. They built a rude boat of such mate- 
rials as they cniild gather from the wreck, but she 
was lost in launching. One of the men, a Swede, 
ie particularly mentioned ; he seems to have been 
full of energy ; with help from the others he built 
a raft ; in launching this they overset it. Again 
they saw a sail, this time coming out from the 
Piscataqua River ; it was soon out of sight. The 
Swede was determined to make an effort to reach 
the shore, and persuaded another man to make 
the attempt with him. At suuset they were seen 
half-way to the land ; the raft was found on shore 
with the body of one man ; the Swede was never 
seen more. A hide was thrown on the rocks at 
one Island by the Bea ; this the poor sailorB ate 
raw, minced. About the end of December the 
carpenter died, and, driven to madness by hunger, 



153 Ji/O.V(, THt: ISLkS UF SHOALS. 

they devoured the flesh of their dead comrade. 
The captaiu, being the atrongest of the party, 
drugged the body awiiy and hid it, and dealt small 
portioua of it daily to the men, luimedJBtely 
their dispoBttioDB underwent a horrible chauge. 
They became fierce and iwjkless, and were the most 
pitiable objects of despair, when, on January 4th, 
1711, they were discovered and taken off. It was 
evening when they entered the Piscataqua River, 
and eight o'clock when they lunded. Digcovering 
a house through the darltness, the master rushed 
into it, frighteuing the gentlewoman and children 
desperately, and, making his way to the kitchen, 
snatched the pot wherein some food was cooking 
off the fire, and began to eat voraciously. This 
old record mentions John Plaisted and John Went- 
worth OS being moat " forward in benevolence" to 
theae poor fellows. 

When visiting the island for the first time, a 
few years ago, I was shown the shallow gorge 
where the unfortunates tried to shelter themselves. 
It was the serenest of summer days ; everything 
smiled and shone as I Etood looking down into that 
rocky hollow. Near by the lighthouse sprang — 
I piece of masonry — over a hundred 
) air, to hold its warning aloft. About 
B gentle thought had caused morning- 
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glories to climb aai. utiiold their violet, white, and 
rosy bella against the emooth, dark stoue. I 
thought I liad uever seen flowers so benutifuL 
^ There was hardly a handfiJ of graea on the island, 
hardly aoU enough to hold a root ; therefore it 
seemed the more wonderful to behold this lovely 
apparition. With my mind full of the story of 
the Nottingham Galley, I looked at the delicate 
hells, the cool green leaves, the wiiole airy grace 
of the wandering vines, and it was an if a hand 
were stretched out to pluck me away from the 
awfiit qiiestioDs never to bo answered this side the 
grave, that pressed so heavily while I thought how 
poor humanity had here suffered the utmost miaary 
that it is possible to endure. 

The aspect of this island Irom the Shoals b 
very striking, so lonely it lies on the eastern hori- 
zon, its tall lighthouse like a slender column against 
the sky. It is easily mistaken fur the smoke- 
Btack of a steamer by unaccustomed eyes, and 
Bometimea the watcher most familiar with its ap- 
pearance can hardly distinguish it from the distant 
white Bails that steal by it, to and fro. Sometimes 
it looms colossal in tbe mirage of summer; in 
winter it lies blurred and ghostly at the edge of 
chilly sea and pallid sky. In the sad, strange 
li^t of winter sunsets, its faithful star blazes aud- 



154 



AM'IS'l! Tin: Ifl.l S Of SHOALS. 



lionly from ttio darkoiuug east. «od seudh a ftiendly 
rty WTon in itn iieif,'Lbcir at the Shuals, waiting as 
It mIpio wuitH, icci'bunnd, Kturm-Bwept, and solitoiy, 
fi>r gontlor dnys to come. And "winter's rsina 
lind nilna" have an ond at last. 

Ill tho Iftttor part of February, after tea daya 
in.'i'lmi'a of lliO northwester, bringing across to tha 
iHlaiidM all the iihiH of tlie snow-corered hills of 
tilt' ciintiiii'iit, siiino Imppy evening it dies into a 
ruiiMoiinlilo lirerw!, and, while the sun sets, you 
olimli the snowy height, nod sweep with your eyes 
tho whole circle of tlie lioriaon, with nothing to 
impede the view. Ab ! how sad it looks in the 
dying light. I Htiir Isliind close hy with its silent 
little village and the sails of belated fishing-boats 
hurrying in over the dark water to the moorings; 
White Islund nfiir oft' " kimiling its groat red star" ; 
on every side the long, bleached points of granite 
Btretcliing out into tho sea, bo cold and bleak; the 
line of coast, sad puriile ; and the few achoouers 
leaden and gray in the distance. Yet there is a 
hopeful glow wliere the aim went down, suggeativo 
of the spring ; and before tlie ruddy sweetness of 
the weetcni sky the melancholy east is flushed 
with violet, and up into the delicious color rolls a 
moon, mellow and golden as in harvest- 
e high above her the great star Jupiter 
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begins to glitter clear. Oq such an ereniiig sorne 
subtle influence of the coming spring Bteals to 
the heart, and ejea that have watched the winter 
skies ao patiently grow wistful with the thought 
of summer days to eome. On shore in these last 
weeks of winter one becomes aware, by various 
ilelicate tokens, of the beautiful change at hand, 
— by the deepening of the golden willow wanda 
into a more living color, and by their silvery buds, 
which in favored spots burst the brown sheaths ; 
hy the reddening of bare maple-trees, as if with 
promise of future crimson flowers ; by the sweet 
cry of the returning bluebird ; by the nldersat the 
rlvei-'s edge. If the season is mild, the catkins 
begin to uuwind their tawny tresses in the first 
weeks of March. But here are uo trees, and no 
bluebirds come till April. Perhaps some day the 
delightful clangor of the wild geese is heard, and 
looking upward, lo I the long, floating ribbon 
streaming northward across the sky. What joy 
they bring to hearts so weary with waiting ! 
Truly a wondrous content ia shaken down with 
their wild clamors out of the cloudy heights, and 
a courage and vigor lurk in these strong voices 
that touch the listener with something better 
than gladness, while ho traces eagerly the waver- 
ing lines that seek the north with steady, measured 
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(JrAdiiitily tlio liittur winds abate ; early in March 
tlio flret flocks of crows ai-i'ive, and they soar ftDely 
alKivo the cuvos, and j)erch on the flukes of 
atraudud uuuhuni or the tops of kellouk-sticks that 
lib ubuut thti water's edge. They are most wel- 
oiinie, fi>r l.hcy are never seen in winter ; and 
pltiniuiit it in to wutuh tliein beating their black, 
rujigud piniuns in the blue, while the gulls swim 
on boyoud them serenely, shining still whiter for 
their sable colur. Nu other bii-da come till about 
Iho 27lb of March, and then all at once the isl- 
unds are alive with song-sparrowa, and these sing 
fnini morning till nigljt so beautifully that dull 
and weary indeed must be the mortal who can re- 
bIhI the charm of their fresh music. There is a 
Riatuhleijs sweetness and good cheer in this brave 
bird. The nightingale singing with its breast 
against a thorn may be divine; yet would I turn 
away from its tender melody to listen to the 
fresh, cheerful, healthy song of this dauntless and 
happy little creature. They come in flocks to be 
fed every morning the whole summer long, tame 
and charming, with their warm brown and gray 
feathers, striped and freaked with wood-color, and 
little brown knots at each pretty throat I They 
bui'ii thuir nt'sta, anil remuin till the snow falls ; fro- 
ey remain all winter j sometimes they 




come into the house for Bholter ; once one fluttered 
in and entered the canaries' cage voluntarily, Find 
stayed there singing like a voice Iroia benven all 
winter. Robins aod blackbirds appear with the 
sparrows ; a few blackbirds build aud remain ; the 
robins, finding no trees, flit across to the mainland. 
Yellow-birds and kingbirds occasioaally build here, 
but very rarelj'. By the Erst of April the snow is 
gone, and our bit of earth is free from that dead 
white mask. How lovely then the gentle neutral 
tints of tawny intervals of dead grass and brown 
bushes aud varying stone appear, set in the living 
sea! There is hardly a square foot of the bare 
rock that ia n 't precious for its soft coloring ; and 
(reahly beautiful are the uncovered lichens that 
with patient fingering have ornamented the 
rough surfaces with their wonderful embroideries. 
They flourish with the greatest vigor by the sea ; 
whole houses at Star used to be covered with the 
orange-colored variety, and I have noticed the 

thing iu the pretty fishing village of New- 
castle and on some of the old buildings by the 
in sleepy Portsmouth city. Through 
April the weather softens daily, and by the 20th 

gray, quiet days with mild northetist wind ; 
in the hollows the grass has greened, aud now the 
gentle color seems to brim over aud spread out 
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Bipou tlie ground in fniot mid fainter gradations. 
. refreshing odor sprinjrs from the moist earth, 
a tho short, sweet turf which the cattle crop wi 
idly, — a musky tragrance unlike that of inland 
wtures ; and with this is mingled the pure sea- 
- a most roviviug combination, Tlio turfy 
gorges, boulder-strewn and still, remind one of 
Alexander Smith's descriptions of hig suniroer in 
Skye, of those quiet, lonely glens, — just sueh a 
grassy carpet was spread in their hollows. By the 
23d of April come the firat swallow and flocks of 
martins, golden-wiuged and downy woodpeckers, 
the tiny, ruby-crowned wren, and troops of many 
other kinds of Iiirda ; kingfishers that perch on 
stranded kellocks, little uuthiitches that peck 
mong the ahinglea for hidden spiders, and glad- 
1 the morning with sweet, quaint cries, so busy 
ftid bright and friendly ! All these tarry only 
*hile in their passage to the mainland. 
I But though the birds come and the sky has re- 
lated and grown tender with its melting clouds, 
S»e weather in New England has a fashion of 
Jeapiug back into midwinter in the space of an 
hour, and all at once cornea half a hurricane from 
*ho northwest, charged with tlie breath of all the 
'"^I'laining snow-heaps on the far mountain 
*"*">rea, — a "white-sea roarin' wind" that taJtes 
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I you back to January. In the afternoon, through 
[ the cold, transparent heaven, a pale half-moon 
I glides slowly uver; there ia a eplendor of wild 
I clouda at sunset, dusk heaps with stmrlet fringes, 
I Bcattered flocks of flame in a cloar crimson air 
L above the fallen sua ; then cold moonlight over 
I the blaok sea, with the flash and gleam of white 
I vavea the whole night long. 

I But the poteut spirit of the spring triumphs at 

I last. When the sna in its journey north passes a 

I certain group of lofty pine-trees Htaudiag out dis- 

I tinctly against the sky on Breakfast Hill in Ureen- 

I land. New Hiimpshire, which Ilea midway in the 

I coast line, then the Shualers are happy in the 

I conviction that there will be "settled weather"; 

and they put no trust in any relenting of the 

elements before that time. After this there soon 

oome days when to be alive is (juite enongh joy, — 

days when it is bliss only to watch and feel how 

" God reaews 

His aacieut niplure," — 

days when tbe sea lies, colored like a turquoise, 

1 blue aod still, and from the south a band of warm, 

1 gray-purple haze steals down on the horizon like 

1 encircling arm about the happy world. The 

t film eucroauhes upon the sea, only made 

^rceptible by the shimmering of far-oS' sails. A 
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kind of bloom, inespressibly lovely, softens over 
the white canvas of neurer vessels, like a delicate 
veil. There is a fasciniktiou in the motiou of 
these Blender acliooners, a wondrous grace, as they 
glide before a geutle wind, slowly bowing, banding, 
turning, with curving uinvas just filled with tbi 
breeze, nud shadows falling soft from sail to saiL 
They are all so picturesque, bo suggestive, from 
the small, tanned spritsail some young inlander 
spreads to flit to and fro among the rocks and 
ledges, to the stately colnmu of canvas that hears 
the groat ship round the world. The variety of 
their aspects is endless and ever beautiful, whether 
you watch them from the lighthouse-top, dream- 
ing afar on the horizon, or at the water's ei 
whether they are drowned in the flood of 
Bhine on the waves, or glide darkly through the 
track of the moonlight, or fly toward you full of 
promise, wing and wing, like some msgnificent 
bird, or steal away reddening in the sunset as if to 

" Sink with all you love bslow iha vargo." 
I know nothing sadder than their aspect in 
light of the winter sunsets, as they vanish in 
the cold east, blushing for a fleeting moment, 
sweetly, faintly, under the last touch of the drop- 
ping day. To a child's imagination they ari 
full of charm and of mystery, freighted with 
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beay&aly dreams. " The thoughts of youth nre 
lon^, long thotigbta," and the wntchiug of tho 
Bails filled the lonely, lovely Bimimer daya of one 
young Sboaler with joy enough and to spare. 
How many pictnrea linger in my miud, — splendid, 
Btatcly apparitions of fiiU-rij^^ed, slender selioon- 
ers, passing very near early in the breezy mornings 
of spring, every inoh of canvas in a blaze of white 
light, and the whole vesssl alive from keel to top- 
mast. And well I remember ou soft May evenings 
how they came dropping down from Cape Ann, 
while the situsot, streaming through low Imrs of 
cloud, just touched them with palegold, and made 
them half luminous and altogether lovely ; and 
how the fog clung in silver strips to the dark, 
wet Bails of vessels lying becalmed when all the 
air about was clear and free from mist ; how the 
mackerel fleet surrounded the islands, five hun- 
dred craft Boraetimos between the islands and the 
coast, so that one might almost walk on shore 
from deck to deck. It was wouderfiil to wake on 
some midsummer morning and find the sea gray- 
green, like translucent chrysoprase, and the sorae- 
what stormy sunrise painting the sails bright 
flame-color as they flew before the warm, wild wind 
that blew strongly from the south. At night, 
sometimes, in a glory of moonlight, a vessel passed 
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otoBe in wilh nil Httil act, aud only just air enough 
to fill tLe caiiVHB, enough murmur from the full 
tide to drown the sound of her movemeat, — a, 
beautiful ghost stealing softly by, and passing in 
mysterious light beyond the glimmering headland 
out of sight. Here was suggestion enough for 
a night fidl of visiona ! Then the scudding of 
sails before a storm, — how they came rushing 
in from the far, dim sea-line, racing by to Ports- 
mouth Harbor, close-reefed, or under darkened 
mainsail and jib only, leaping over the long swell, 
and plunging their sharp bowsprits into a. cloud 
of snowy spray at eyory leapl Then when the 
storm had spent itself, how beautiful to see them 
stealing tranquilly forth from the river's mouth, 
flncking seaward again, shiuiug white in the peace- 
ful morning sunshine ! Watching them in all 
their endless variety, coming and going, di-eaming, 
drifting, or flying, many a time these quaint old 
rhymes occurred to me : — 

" Ships, ships, I will dwerle yon 
Amidst tho main, 
I will come ond try yoa 
Whiit Ton OTH protecting, 
Ad J prcjjectin^ 
What's ynnr ond and HlraV 

p> abroad Tor inBrch;indiBe and trading, 

:o kflpp his ™nntry from invading, 
ij; home witli rich and wealthy Indb^ 
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Aa the winter ia doubly hard, so are the gentler 
seasons doubly aweet Etud delightful, wfaeu one ia 
shut out with them, as it were, aad forced to ob- 
serve all their thangea and peculiarities, with so 
few human interests to interrupt one's intercourse 
with nature. The rainy days in May at the Isles 
of Shoals have seemed to loe more lovely than the 
fiunahine iu Paradise could be, so charmiug it was 
to walk iu the warm showers over our islnnd, and 
note all the mosses and liuheua drenched and 
bright with the moisture, thick, sweet buds on the 
bayberry bushes, rich green leiives unfolding here 
and there among the tangled vines, and bright 
anemones growing up between. The lovely eye- 
bright glimmers everywhere. The rain, if it con- 
tioues for several days, bleaches the sea-wesd about 
the shores to a lighter and more golden brown, 
the sea ia gray, and the sky lowei-s ; but all these 
neutral tints are gentle and refreshing. The 
coasters rock lazily on the long swell toward Cape 
Ann, dim through low-hanjring clouds ; clearly the 
sandpipers call, and always the song-sparrows 
freshly surprise you with their outburst of cheer- 
ful music. In the last weeks of May comes a. 
period of balmy days, with a gentle, incessant 
southwest wind, the sea a wonderful gray-blue, 
with the &int, impalpable haze lying over sails, id- 
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ands, Beo, and coast. A brooding warmth is every- 
wbere. Tlie sky is cloiidlees, but opaque, — n 
kind of milky effect in tlie atmosphere, through 
whiuh the sun is seen as througli smoked glass, 
and long before it sets one can bear to look at the 
crimson ball alow sinking in the rich, red west ; 
and the moon is like copper, throwing no light on 
the water. The islanders call thia a "amoVy 
sou'wester." Now come delicious twilights, with 
silence broken only by mysterious murmurs from 
the wayes, and sweet, full cries from the sand- 
pipers fluttering about their nests on the margin 
of the beaches, — tender, hapjty notes that thrill 
the balmy air, and echo softly about tbe silent, 
moonlit coves. Sails in this twilight atmosphere 
gather the duak within their folds ; if the warm 
wind is blowing softly, there is enchantment in 
the Bonnd of the lazily -flapping canvas and in the 
long creak of the mast. A human voice borne 
through this breathing wind comes like a. waft of 
music faintly heard across the water. The morn- 
ings now are exquisite, the delicate flush of the 
sunrise through this beautiful ha^e is indescribable. 
The island is indeed like 

" A prenkitu atone !ot in the silver tea," 
shly gjreen, so flower-strewn and fragrant, bo 
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masical with birds, aud with the continual carese- 
ing of fmmmer waves. Now and then a bobolink 
pays lis a flying visit, and, tilting on a blackberry 
Bpray, pours out his intoxicating song; somo 
morning ia heard the fairy biigliug of an oriole ; 
a scarlet tanager honors the place with half a dajr'a 
Btijoum, to be the wonder of all eyes; but com- 
monly the swallows hold it in undisputed posses- 
sion. The nir is woven through and through with 
the gleam of their burnished wings and their cleur, 
happy cries. They are so tame, knowing how 
well they are beloved, that they gather on the 
window-eills, twittering and fluttering, giy and 
gracefiil, tmning their heads this way and that, 
eying you askance without a trace of fenr. All 
day they build their nests abont the eaves, nor 
heed how loving eyes do watch their charming 
toil. Walking abroad in theae pleasant evenings, 
many a little sparrow's nest one finds low down ui 
the hnyberry-buahes, — smooth, brown cups of wo- 
ven grass, wherciu lie the five speckled eggs, each 
full of silent music, each dumb miracle waiting for 
the finger of God to wake, to !« alive, to drink the 
sunshine and the breeze, to fill the air with blisa- 
fiil sound. At the water's edge one finds the 
; ledges covered with barnacles, and from each 
^ Tougb ahell a, tiny, InvwD, filmy hand iu thru&b c(u&^ 
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opening and dhiitting in glitdneea beneath the 
coming tide, feeling Uie freshness of the flowing 
water. The shore teems with hfe iu manifold 
forms. As the darkness gathers, ihe ripples be^n 
to break in pale flniue agiiinat the rocks ; if the 
tide is low enough, it is charming to steal down 
in the shadow, and, ditiwing aside the curtain of 
coarse sea-weed that drapes the face of some 
smooth rouk, to write on the surface beneath : 
the strange fire follows your finger ; and there is 
your name in weird flaiue, all alive, quivering and 
trembling, and finally fading and disappearing. 
In a still pool jon drop a stone or touch the 
water with yotir hand : instantly a thonsand stun 
break out and bum and vanish in a moment [ It 
used to tie a pleasant thing to bring a piece of 
drift-wood, water-soakod, nud shaggy with fine sea- 
weed, up from the shore, and from some dark 
comer suddenly sweep my hand across it : a sheet 
of white flame followed, startling the beholder. 

June is of course the most delightful month 
here, everything is yet so fresh ; later the hoi 
Bun dries and scorches the thin soil, and par- 
tially destroys the little vegetation which finds 
room upon the island. But through this month 
the ground is beautiful with starry, purple stone- 
wort i like little suns the blossoms of the hon's- 
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foot shine in the IhinneBt of the soil ; berb-robert 
blosaoma ; the slender areiiaria ateala up among 
the bushes, lifting a littlo white flower to the 

► sun ; here and there the sorrel lies in crimson 
■tains ; in wet places sturdy clumps of fern 
unroll their golden green with splendid vigor of 
growth ; sundew and partridge-ljeny creep at 
their feet j and from the awamp the ruahes riae in 
ranks, like a faint, green vapor, slowly, day by day. 
The few wild-cherry bushes have each its inevi- 
table caterpillars' neat ; one can but wonder how 
caterpillars and canker-wormH find their way across 

^the water. The presence of green snakes on these 
wcks may be explained by their having been found 
jOoiled on a piece of drift-wt)od many miles out at 
Bea. Beea find their way out from the land in 
oompanies, seeking the white cl over-blossoms that 
rise in cool, creamy, fi-agraiit globes through the 
dark leaves and grass. The clover here is pecul- 
iarly rich. Mauy varieties of butterflies abound, 
the handsome moth of the American silkworm 
among them. One night in June, at sunaet, we 
were kindling the lamps in the lighthouse, and 
because it waa ao mild and still outside, the little 
_iron door of the lantern was left opeu. No breeze 
L to stir the flame that quivered in the 
of each shining reflector, but presently 
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glided through the door the pftle-green, exquisite 
Luna mutb, with itx wondorlul crescents, its liiies 
of velvet brown, aad long under wiiiga drawn out 
like the tail of a swallow. It sailed slowly round 
and round the dome above the lamps at first, but 
soon became agitated, and would have daehed itself 
against tLe flames but that I caught it. What a 
marvel it was 1 I never dreamed of the exiatenoe 
of BO beautiful a creature. Titania herself could 
not have been more iuterebting to me. 

In the quiet little coves troops of butterSies are 
€)ften seen, anchored for the night, clinging to the 
thiatle-bloBeoms to be safe from assailing winds. 
Crickets are never heard here till after the lat of 
August. Ou the mainland tbey begin, about the 
26th of May, a sad and gentle autumnal undertone, 
which from that time accompanies the jubilant 
chorus of summer in a gradual crtKendo, till 
finally the days pass on to no other music save 
their sweet, melancholy chirrup. In August comes 
the ruby-throated humming-bird, and several pairs 
flutter about the Httle gardens for weeks. By the 
let of July the wild roses bloBsora, and every bit 
of swampy ground is alive with the waving flags 
of the iris, each flower of which is full of exquiaita 
variety of tint and shade of gold and violet. All 
over the island patches of it diversify the surfao^ 
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set like ametbysta ia tlie rich greens and browns 
of turf and mosBy spaces. Through the tangle of 
leaves and graases the apikea of goldeu-rod make 
their way upward slowly day by day, to be ready 
at the first beckoning of Autumn's finger to light 
their torches and join the fair procession ; the 
green hollows are filled with blosaoming elder, 
white as a lake of milk ; the pimpernel is awake ; 
and the heavy, atotit stalks of the mulleins uprenr 
their woolly buds, that soon wiU break into aqnarea 
of pallid gold. The world ia at high tide of de- 
light. Along the coast-line the mirage racea in 
flowing undulations of heat, changing the hill 
ranges into a solid wall, to dissolve them, and again 
reunite them into clusters of gigantic towers and 
battlements ; trees, spires, chimneys, lighthouses 
become roofs and minarets and domes of some 
stately city of the clouds, and these melt in their 
turn, and the whole coast shrinks away to the 
merest line on the horizon immeasnrably removed. 
Each of these changes, and the various aspects of 
their little world, are of inestimable value to the 
lonely children living always in that solitude. 
Nothing is too slight to bo precious ; the flashing 
of an oar-blade in the morning light ; the twinkling 
of a gull's wings afar off, like a star in the yellow 
sunshine of the drowsy summer afternoon ; the 
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water-Bpoiit waltzing away before tlie ■wild wind 
that cleaves tlic sea from the advancing tlmndeF- 
cloud ; the distant showers that march about the 
horizou, tmihug their duBkj fringes of falling raiu 
over sea and land ; every phase of tlie great thun- 
der-Btorms that moke glorioua the weeks of July 
Rod August, from the first floatiog film of cloud 
that riBCB in the sky till the scattered frngments 
of the storm stream eafitward to form a background 
for the rainbow, — all these things are of the 
utmost iaiportauee to dwellers at the Islea of 
Shoals. There is Bometbin<r especially delightful 
in the perfnmes which stream across the sea after 
ehowera, lite a heavenly greeting from the laud ; 
BcentB of hay and of clover, spice of pine woods, 
balm of flowers come floating over the cool waves 
on the wings of the west wind, and touch one like 
a breath from Paradise. Few sounds from the 
shore reach the islands ; the booming of guna is 
audible, and sometimes, when the wind is west, the 
air is pierced with distant car-whistles, so very re- 
mote, however, that they are hardly to be recog- 
nized eioept by a practised ear. 

There is a superstition among the islanders that 

p Babb, or some evil-minded descendant of his, 

11 haunts Appledore ; and no consideration would 
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induce the more timid to walk alone after dark 
uver a certaiu shingly beach on tliat island, at the 
top of a covB bearing Babb's name, — for there the 
unenay spirit is ofteneat seen. He ia supposed to 
have been so desperately wicked when alive that 
there is no rest for him in his grave. His dress is 
a coarse, striped butcher's frock, with a leather 
belt, to wbiuh is attached a sheath contaiuiag a 
ghostly knife, sharp and glittering, which it ia his 
delight to brandish in the face of terrified human- 
ity. One of the Shoalers is perfectly certain that 
he and Babb have met, and he shudders with real 
horror, reoalling the meeting. This is his atory. 
It was after sunset (of course), and he was coming 
round the corner of a work-shop, when he saw a 
wild and dreadful figure advancing toward him ; 
his first thought was that some one wished to 
make him the victim of a practical joke, and he 
called out something to the effect that he "wasn't 
afraid " ; but the thing came near with ghastly 
face and hollow eyes, and, assuming a fiendish 
expression, took out the knife fi-om its belt and 
Nourished it in the face of the Shoaler, who fled 
to the house and entered breathless, calling for 
the persou who he auppoaed had tried to frighten 
him. That person was quietly eating his supper j 
uikI when the poor fellow saw him lie was so much 
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agitated that he nearly fainted, and hia belief in 
Babb was fixed more firiuly than ever. One spring 
nigbt some one was sitting ou the broad piazza at 
. it was calm and mild ; tbe aea muminred 
; birds twittered soflly ; tbei'e wels hardly a. 
waft of wind in the still atmosphere. Glancing 
toward Babb's Cove, he saw a figure slowly cross- 
ing the shingle to the path which led tu the bouse. 
After watching it a moment he called to it, bnt 
there was no reply ; ogtun be called, still no an- 
liwer ; but the dark figure came slowly on ; and 
then be reflected that be had heard no step on the 
loose shingle that was wont to give back every foot- 
fall, and, somewhat puzzled, he slowly descended 
tbe stops of the piazza and went to meet it. It 
so dark but that ho could see tbe face and 
recognize the butcher's frock and leather belt of 
Babb, but ho was not prepared for the devilish ex- 
pression of malice iu that hollow face, and, spite of 
bis prosaic turn of mind, he woa chilled to the mar- 
row at tbe sight. The white stripes in the frock 
gleamed like pboapIioreBcent light, so did the awful 
eyes. Again he called aloud, "Who are youl 
What do you wantT' and still advanced, when 
suddenly the shape grew indistinct, first thick and 
T, then thin, dissolving quite away, and, much 
ovod. he turned and went back to the house, per- 
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plexed and thoroughly diaaatiBfled. These tales I 
tell as they were told to me. I never saw Babb, 
nor ever eould, I think. The whole Babb family 
are buried in the valley of Appledore where the 
I houses stand, and till thia year a bowling-iUley 
I Btood u[iou the spot, and all the balk mlled over 
the bones of all the Babba ; that may have been 
one reason why the head of the family waa so rest- 
leas ; since the last equinoctial gaie blew the build- 
j down, perhaps he may rest more peacefully, 
Babb's is, I believe, the only real ghost that haunts 
the islands ; though in the loft at the parsonage on 
Star (a mere ereep-hole under the eaves, unattain- 
able by any steps or ladder) there is, in windy 
■weather, the moat extraordinary combination of 
ds, as if two bluff old fellows were swearing at 
' each other, gruffly, harshly, continually, with a 
perseyeranoe worthy of a better cause. Eeally, it 
a most disagreeable racket 1 A lean, brown, hol- 
■ low-eyed old woman from Star used to tell how her 
I daughter-in-law died, in a way that took the color 
out of childish cheeks to hear ; for the dying woman 
thought the ghosts were scratching for her out- 
side, against the house. " ' Ma'y Hahner ' " (Mary 
Hannah), " she said to me, a whisperin', says 
' Who 's that scratching, tearing the house 
down underneath the window 1' 'No, it ain't 
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nothinV saya I ; ' Ma'y Halmer, ther 

It tearin' tlie house down underueath the winder.' 

' Yob, yes, there is,' says she, ' there is I I hear 

'em Bcnitching, scratching, tearing the house down 

undemeath the winder ! ' And then I know'd 

Mft'y Hahner was goin' to die, and so she did afore 

niomin'." 

There is a Buperstition hero and along tho coast 
to this effeet. A man gathering drift-wood or 
whatever it may be, sees a spade stuck in the 
ground as if inviting him to dig. Ho is n't quite 
ready, goea and empties hia basket first, then 
comes back to investigate, and lo ! there 's nothing 
there, and he is tormented the rest of his life 
with the thought that probably untold wealth lay 
beneath that spade, which he might have possessed 
had he ooly been wise enough to seize the treasure 
when it offered itself. A certain man named 
William Mace, living at Star, long, long ago, swore 
that he had had this experience ; and there 's a dim 
tradition that another person, seeing the spade, 
passed by about his business, but hastening back, 
arrived jtist in time to see the last of the sinking 
tool, and to perceive also a golden flat-iron disap- 
pearing into the earth. This ho seized, but no 
human power could extricate it from the ground, 
he was forced to let go his hold and see it sink 
fhialom 
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Some young people, camping on the south aide 
of Appledore, one summer, among the Eincient 
graves, dug up a skeleton ; the bonea crunihled to 
dust, but the skull remained intact, and I kept it 

'^ for a long time. The Shoalers shook their heflt^s. 
" Hog Island would have no ' look ' while that 
skull remained above ground." It had lain so long 
Jn the earth that it was no moro repulsive than a 
bit of stotie. yet a oameleaa dread invested it. At 
last I took it in my hitads and pored over it till 
the shudder passed away forever, and then I was 
never weary of atudyjug it. Sitting by the drift- 

. wood blaze late into the still autumn nights alone 
at my desk, it kept me company. — a vase of bril- 
liant flowers on one side, the skull on tihe other, 
and the shaded lamp between, equally lighting 

f both. A curiouH bead it was, thitkasauEthiop'a, 

I with no spiMje above the eyes, high above the ears, 
and heavy behind them. But 0, those hollows 

I whore the eyes once looked out, beholding the 

k flame sea and sky we see to-day I Those great, 
melancholy, empty hollows, — what sort of crea- 
ture gazed from them 1 Cunning and malice, 
anger and hate, may have burned within them in 
sullen flame ; who shall say if any beauty ever 
illumined them! If bate smouldered here, did 

' love ever look out and tnms6gure the poor, dull 
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face 1 did any spark fVom the fur heaven ever 

brighten it 1 nny tnuoU of lofty thought or aspira- 
tion turn the clay to tiro 1 And when, so many 
yeara ago, this being glided away from behind these 
awfnl windows and left, them empty for ever and 
ever, did he find what in biu life liere he oould not 
have possessed, with this head, which he did not 
make, and therefore wns not responsible for 1 Many 
and many a question I put silently to the silent 
casket which had held a human soul ; there was 
no sound to answer nie save only the great, gentle 
whisper of the sea without the windows, and now 
and then a sigh irom the tiuturan wind. There 
came to me a sense of the pathos of the infinite 
patience of humanity, waiting so helplessly and 
blindly for the unravelling of the riddle that has 
troubled every thoughtful soul since the beginning 
of time. Little roots of plants were clasped about 
the temples. Behind the right ear were three 
indentations, as if made by some sharp instrument, 
suggesting foul play. An Indian tomahawk might 
have made those marks, or a pirate's cutlass : who 
can say ! What matter is it now 1 I kept the 
relic for months, till it crumbled so fast when I 
daily dusted it that I feared it would disappear 
jntirely ; so I carried it quietly back and laid it 
in the grave from which it had been taken, voii' 
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lowing, as i drew the shallow earth over it, who 

I stood round about when it was buried for tho 

r first time, centiirioa ago ; what maimer of people, 

,nd were they afraid or sorry. But there was no 

'oice to answer me. 

I have before me a weird, romantic legend of 

Lthese islands, in a time-stained, battered newspaper 

f forty years ago. I regret tbat it is too long 

) be given entire, for the unknown writer tells 

1 story weli. He eame to the Shoals for the 

klwnefit of his failing health, and remained there 

fette into the autumn of 1 826, " in the family of 

forthy fisherman." He dilates upon the pleaa- 

) he found iii the loneliness of the pkce, "the 

r"taBt solitude of the sea; no one who has not 

known it can imbibe the faintest idea of it." 

" From the hour I learned the truth," he says, 

" that all which lives must die, the thought of 

I dissolution has haunted me; — the faUing of a 

■ leaf, a gray hair, or a faded cheek, has power to 

me. But here in the recesses of these eternal 

i rocks, with only a cloudless sky above and an 

ocean before me, for the first time iu my life have 

[ I shaken off the fear of death and believed myself 

f immortal," 

He tells his strange story in this way ; " It was 
3 of those awfully still morning which, oloudr 
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gazers will remember as chnmcteriziDg the autumn 
months. Tbere was not a tiiugle vapor-wreath to 
dim the intense blue of tbe sky, or a breath to 
ruffle the almost motionless repoae of the great 
deep ; even the sunlight fell seemingly with stiller 
hrightneas on the aurfaco of it." He stood on n 
low, long point fronting the cast, with the clifTa 
behind him, gaziug out upon the calm, when sud- 
denly be became aware of a figure standing near 
him. It was a woman wrapped closely in a dark 
aaa-cloak, with a profusion of light hair flowing 
looBoly over her shouldere. Fair as a lily and as 
still, she stood with her eyes fixed on the far dis- 
tance, without a motion, without a sound. " Ttiiuk- 
iiig her one of the inhabitants of a neighboring 
island who was watching for the return of a fish- 
ing-boat, or perhaps a lover, I did not immediately 
address her ; but seeing no appearance of any ves- 
sel, at length accosted her with, ' Well, my 
pretty maiden, do you see anything of him 1 ' She 
turned instantly, and fixing on me the largest and 
most melancholy blue eyes I ever beheld, said 
quietly, ' He wUl come again.' " Then she disap- 
peared round a jutting rock and left bim marvel- 
ling, and though he had come to the island (which 
was evidently Appledore) for a forenoon's stroll, 
s to get back again to Star and his 
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own quwters after this mtemiption. Fairly at 
home again, he was inclined to look upon his ad- 
Tenture aa ii dream, a mere deluBion arising fi-om 
his illnees, but conuluded to seek in his surround- 
ings something to substantiate, or remove the idea. 
Finding nothing, — no woman on the island resem- 
bliug the one he had met, — and " hearing of no 
circumstance which might corroborate the unac- 
countable impression," he resolved to go again to 
the same spot. This time it blew half a gale ; the 
fishermen in vain endeavored to dissuade him. He 
was so intensely anxious to be assured of the 
truth or fiction of the impression of the day be- 
fore, that he could not refhiin, and launched his 
boat, " which sprang strongly upon the whitened 
waters," and, unfurling his one sail, he rounded a 
point and was soon safely sheltered in a small cove 
on the leeward side of the ieland, probably Babb's 

Then he leaped the chasms and made his way to 
the scene of his bewilderment The sea was roll- 
ing over the low point ; the spot where he had 
stood the day before, " was a chaos of tumult, yet 
even then I could have sworn that I beard with 
the same deep distinctness, the quiet words of the 
maiden, 'He loi'/f come again,' and then a low, 
remotely-ringing laughter. All the latent super- 
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Btitiou of my nature rose up over me, overwhelm- 

ing OB the waves upon the rocks," After that, 
day after daj, when the weather would permit, 
be visited the desolate place, to fiud the golden- 
haired ghost, and often she stood beside him, 
"silent as when I first saw her, except to say, 
as thea, 'He mil come again,' and these words 
came upon the mind rather tlian upon the 
ear. I was conscious of them rather then henrd 
them, — it was all like a dream, a mysterious iu- 
tuition. I observed that the shells never crashed 
beneath her footsteps, nor did her garments rustle. 
In the bright, awM calm of noon and in the rush of 
the storm there was the same heavy stillness over 
her. When the winds were so furious that I could 
scarcely stand in their sweep, the light hair lay 
upon the forehead of the maiden without bfting a 
fibre. Her great blue eyeballs never moved in 
their sockets, and always shone with the same 
fixed, unearthly gleam. The motion of her per- 
BDu was imperceptible ; 1 knew that she was here, 
and that abe was gone." 

So sweet a ghost was hardly a salutary influence 
in the life of our invalid. She " held him with 
her glittering eye " till ho grow quite beside himself. 

■is is so good a description I cannot choose hut 
" The last time 1 stooi Vvtb bw, woa 
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juat at the evening of a tranquil day. It was a. 
lovely sunset. A few gold-edged clouds crowned 
the hills of the distant continont, and the sun had 
gone down behind them, The ocean lay blushing 
beneath the blushes of the sky, ajid even the 
ancient rocks seemed smiling' in the glance of the 
departing day. Peace, deep peace was the pervad- 
ing power. The waters, lapsing among the caverns, 
spoke of it, and it was visible in the silent motion 
of the small boats, which, loosening their white 
sails in the cove of Star Island, passed slowly out, 
one by one, to the night-fishing." In the glow 
of sunset he fancied the ghost grew rosy and hu- 
man. In the mellow light faor cold eyes seemed 
to soften. But ho became suddenly so over- 
powered with terror that " kneeling in shuddering 
fearfuluess, he swore never more to look upon that 
spot, and never did again." 

Going back to Star he met his old fisherman, 
who without noticing his agitation, told him quietly 
that he knew where he had been and what he had 
seen ; that ho himself had seen her, and proceeded 
to furnish him with the following facts. At the 
time of the first settlement, the islands were infest- 
ed by pirates, — the bold Captain Teach, called 
Blackbeard, being one of the most notorious. One 
of Teach'a conarades, a Captaia Scot, brought tbi* 
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lovely lady hither. They buried imtnenae treaa- 
ure on the islands ; that of Scot was buried on an 
ialaiid apart from the rest. Before they departed 
on a voyage, "to plunder, slash, and slay," {in 
which, by the way, they were involved in one 
awful doom by the blowing up of a powder maga- 
Biue), the maiden was carried to the island where 
her pirate lover^s treasure was hidden, and made 
to swear with horrible rites that until his return, 
if it were not till the day of judgment, she would 
guard it from the search of all mortals. So there 
ahe paces still, according to our story-teller. 
Would I had met this lily-fair ghost ! Is it she, I 
wonder, who lameuta tiko a BanBhee before the 
tempests, wailing through the gorges at Appledore, 
" He will not come again " ? Perhaps it waa she 
who frightened a morry party of people at Duck 
Island, whither they had betaken themselves for a 
day's pleasure a few summers ago. In the centre 
of the low island stood a deserted shanty which 
some strange fishermen had built there several 
years before, and left empty, tenanted only by the 
mournful winds. It was blown down the Septem- 
ber following. It was a rude hut with two rough 
rooms and one square window, or rather opening 
a window, for sash or glass there waa nona 
I One of our party proposed going to look aftor the 
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buatB, as the breeze freshened and blew directly 
upon the cove where we had landed. We were 
gathered on the eastern end of the island when he 
returned, and, kneeling on the withered giiisB where 
we were grouped, he said suddenly, " Do you know 
what I have seen 1 Coming back from the boats, 
I fa^ed the fish-house, and as I neored it I eaw 
some one watching me from the window. Of 
course I thought it wa« one of you, but when I 
was near enough to have recognized it, I perceived 
it to be the strange countenance of a woman, wan 
aa death ; a face young, yet with a look in it of 
uifiuite age. Old ! it woa older than the Sphinx 
in the desert I It looked as if it had been watch- 
ing and wiuting for tne since the beginning of 
time. I walked straight into the hut. There 
was n't a vestige of a human being there ; it was 
absolutely empty. " All the warmth and bright- 
ness of the summer day oould hardly prevent a 
chill from creeping into our veins as we listened to 
this calmly delivered statement, and we actually 
sent a boat back to Appledore for a Iwge yacht to 
take us home, for the wind rose fast and "gurly 
grew the sea," and we half expected the wan 
woman would come and carry our companion off 
bodily before our eyes. 

Since writing these imperfect sketches of the 
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Shoals it has become an hiatorical fact for the reo- 
orda of the State of New Hampshire that the town 
of Gosport haa disappeared, is obliterated from the 
face of the earth, nearlj oil the inhabitants having 
been bought out, that the place might be converted 
into a summer resort. Upon Appledore a large 
house of entertainment has been extending its 
capabilities for many years, and the future of the 
Shoals as a famous watering-place may be consid- 
ered certain. 

The slight sprinkling of inhabitants yet remain- 
ing oo Smutty-nose and elsewhere, who seem 
inclined to make of the place a permanent home, 
are principally Swedes and Norwegians ; and a 
fine, self-respecting race they are, so thrifty, clean- 
ly, well-mannered, and generally excellent that one 
can hardly say enough in their praise. It is to bo 
hoped that a little rill from the tide of emigration 
which yearly sets from those countries toward 
America may finally people the unoccupied por- 
tions of the Shoals with a colony that will be a 
credit to New England. 
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